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brightest and has c,•er had kept from hjm the
cruel story of his poor pretty young mother Mrs.
Edson being deserted in the second floor and
dying in my arms, fully beUe,ing that I nm bis
An! I t's pleasant to drop into my own easy- born Gran and him an orphan, though what with
chair my dear though a littl~ palpitating what engineering since he took a taste for it and him
with trotting up-stairs and what with trotting and the Major making Locomotives out of paradown, and why kitchen-stairs should all be corner sols broken iron pots ntul cotton-reels and them
stairs is for the builders to j ustify, though I do absolutely getting aff the line and falling over
not think they fully understand their trade and the table and injuring the passengers almost
never did, else why the sameness and why not equal to the originals it really is quite wondermore conveniences and fewer draughts a nd like- ful. .And when I says to the Major, "Major
wise making a practice of laying the plaster on can't you by any means give us a communicatoo thick I am well convinced which holds the tion with the guard?" the Major says quite hufdamp, and as to chimney-pots putting them on fy, "No madam it"s not to be done," and when
by guess-work like hats at a party and no more I says, "Why not?" the Major says, "That is
knowing what their effect will be upon tile between us who are in the Railway Interest
smoke bless you than I do if so much, except madam and our friend the R ight H onourable
that it will mostly be either to send it down Vice-President of the Board of '£rade" and if
your throat in a straight form or give it a twist you'JI believe ,ne my dear the Major wrote to
before it goes there. And what I says speak- Jemmy at school to consult him on the answer
ing as I find of those new metal chimneys ull I should have before I could get even that
manner of shapes (there's a row of 'em at i\fiss amount of unsatisfactoriness out of the man,
\Vozcuham's lodging-house lower down on the. the reason being that when we first began with
otlicr side of the way) is that they only work the little model and tbe working signals beautiyour smoke into artificial patterns for yon be- ful and perfect (being in general as wrong as the
fore yon swallow it and that I'd quite as soon real) and when I says laughing "What appointswallow· mine plain, the flavour being the same, ment nm I to hold in this uncle1·taking geodenot to mention the conceit of putting np signs men?" Jemmy hugs me round the neck and
on the top of your house to show the forms in tells me dancing, "You shall be the Public
Gran" and consequently they put upon me just
which you take yonr smoke into your inside.
Being here before your eyes my dear in my as much as ever they like and I sit a growling
own easy-chair in my own quiet room in my in my easy-chair.
My dear whether it is that a grown man as
own Lodging House Number Eighty-one Norfolk-street Strand London f ituatcd mid.way be- clever as the Major cannot give half his heart and
mind
to nnything-e"en a plaything-but must
tween the City and St. James·s-if anything is
where it used to be with these hotels calling get into right clown earnest with it, whether it is
themselves Limilecl but called Unlimited by Ma- so or whether it is not so I do not undertake to
jor Jackman rising up everywhere and rising say, but J emmy is far outdone by the serious and
up into flagstaffs where they can't go any high- belie,,ing ways of the Major in the management
e r, but my mind of those monsters is give me a of the United Grand Junction Lirriper and Jacklantllord's or landlady's wholesome face when I man Great Norfolk Parlor Linc, "For," says my
came off n journey and not n brass plate with an J emmy with tl1e sparkling eyes when it was
electrified number clicking out of it which it's christened, "we must have a whole monthful
not in nature can be glad to see me and to which of name Gran or our dear old Public" and there
J don't want to be hoisted like molasses at the the young rogue kissed me, "won't stump up."
Docks and left there telegraphing for help with So the Public took the shares-ten at ninepence.
the most ingenious instruments but quite in vain and immediately when that was spent twelve
-being here my dear I have no call to mention Preference at one-and-sixpence-and they were
that I am still in the L odgings as a business all signed by Jemmy and countersigned by the
hoping to die in the sn.me and if agreeable to the Major, and between ourselves much better worth
clergy partly read over at Saint Clement's Danes the money than some shares I have paid for iu
nnd concluded in Hatfield churchyard when ly- my time. In the same holidays the line was
ing once again by my poor Lirriper ashes to made and worked and opened and ran excursions
and had collisions and burst its boilers and all
a;bcs and dust to dust.
Neither should I tell you any ne,'l's my dear in sorts of accidents and offences all most regular
telling you ttlat the Major is still a _fixture in correct and pretty. The sense of responsibility
the Parlours quite as much so as the roof of the entertained by the Major as a military style of
house, and that J emmy is of boys the best and station-master my dear starting the down train
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behind time and ringing one of those little bells Major "by the Lord I do!" and indeed tl1e Mathat you buy with the little coal-scuttles off the jor besides being with all his merits a Yery pastray rnund the man's n eck in the street did him sion,tte man for his sire had a bad opinion of
lionour, but noticing the Major of a night when Joshua on account of former troubles even anhe is writing out his monthly report to Jemmy 11ttcnded by liberties taken with bis npparcl.
at school of tlie state of the' Rolling Stock and When J oshun Lirriper hears this conYersation
the Permqnent Way and all the rest of it (the betwixt us he turns upon the littlest one with tho
whole kept upon the Major's sideboard aud dusted biggest hat and snys "Come sir! Remove me
with his own bands every morning before ,,ar- to UlY vile dungeon. Where is my mouldy strnw !"
nishing his boots) I notice l1im as full of thought My dear at the pictcr of him rising in my miotl
and care as full can be and frowning in a fear- dressed almost entirely iu padlocks like Baron
ful manner, but indeed the Major docs nothing Trenck in Jemmy's book l was so overcome tha1
bv halves as witness his great delight in going I burst into tears and I says to the Major, "Mao'itf s1uveying with Jemmy when he bas Jemmy jor take my keys and settle with these gentlemen
to go with, carrying a chain and a measuring or I shall never know a happy minute n1orc;·
tape and d.ri,·ing I don't know what improve- which was done several times both be:ore and
ments right tl1rough Westminster Abbey and since, but still I must remember that Joshua Lirfolly believed in the streets to be knocking every l'iJ>er lrns his goQd feelings and shows them in
thing upside down by Act of Parliament. A!; being always so troubled in his mind wl1en he
plcnse Heaven will come to pass when Jemmy cannot wear mourning for his brother. Many a
long year have I left off my widow's mournin~
takes to thnt ru; n profession !
llfon~ioning my poor Lirriper brings into my not being wishful to intrndc, but the tender pom1
head his own youngest brother the Doctor though in Joshua tlrnt I cannot help a l ittle yielding to
Doctor of what I am sure it would be bard to is when he writes "One single sovereign woultl
say unless Liquor, for neither Physic nor Music enable me to wear a decent suit of mourning for
nor yet Law does Joshua Liniper know a morsel my much-loved brother. I vowed at the time
of except continually being summoned to the of his lamented death that I would ever wear
County Court and biwing orders made llJ>On him sables in memory of him but A las how shortwhich he runs away from, and once was taken in sighted is man, How keep that vow when pennithe passage of this very house with an umbrella less!" I t snys a good deal for the strength of
up and the MaJor's hat _011, gfring his name with his feelings tliat he couldn't have been seven
the door-mat round him as Sir Johnson Jones year old when my poor L iriiper died and to
K.C.B. in spectacles residing at the Horse have kept to it ever siDce is highly creditable.
G11arcls. On which occasion he had got iuto the But we know there's good in all of us--if we
liouse not a minute before, through the girl let- only knew where it was in some of as-and though
ting him on to the mat when he sent in a piece it wus far from delicate in ;fosbua to work upon
of paper twisted more like one of those spills for the dear child's feeliags when first sent to schot,l
lighting candles tlian a note, offering me tbe a11d write down into Lincolnshire for his pockuchoice between thirty shillings in hnud and his money by return of post and got it, still he is
brains on the premises mnrked immediate and my poor Lirriper's owu youngest brotl1cr and
waiting for an answer. i\Iy dear it gave me such mightn't have meant not paying his bill at tfle
a dreadful turn to think of the brains of my poor Salisbury Arms when his affection took him down
dear Lirriper's own flesh aud blood flying about to stay a fortnight nt Hatfield churchyard nnd
the new oilclotl1 however unworthy to be so as- might have meant to keep sober but for bacl
sisted, that I went out of my room IJero to ask company. Consequently if the Major had played
him what he would tnke once for all not to do it on him with tho garden-engine which he got prifor life when I found him in tho custody of two vntcly into his room without my knowh\g of it,
gentlemen that I should have judged to be in the I thiuk thnt ll'lnch as I should have regretted it
fenthor-bcd trade if they bad not announced the there would have been words betwLx_t the Major
law, so fluffy were their personal appearance. and me. 'l'herefore my dear though he played
"Briug yow: chains sir," says Joshua to the lit- on Mr. Bufrle by mistake beil1g hot in his head,
tlest of the two in the biggest bat, "rivet on my and though it might have been misrepresented
fetters!" I magine my feeliugs when I pictcred down at \>Vozeuham's into not being ready for
Jiim clanking up Norfolk-street in irons and Mi'lS Mr. Buffie in .other respects be being tbc AsWozenhnm looking out of window! "Gontlc- sessed Taxes, still I do not so much regret it us
men" I says all of a tremble and ready to drop perhaps I ought. And whetherJoshoaLiniper
"please to bring him into Major Jackman's will yet do well in life I cannot say, but I did
apartments." So they brought Mm into the beru· of his coming out at a P riYate T heatre in
P adours, and when the Major spies his own the character of a Bandit without recch-ing any
cnrly-brimmcd hat on him which Joshua Lirl'i- ofters nfterwards from the regular managers.
Mentioning M.r. Buffie gircs an instance of
per had whipped off its peg in the passage for a
militm·y disguise he goes into sucl1 a tearing pas- there being good in persons where good is not
sion that he tips it off his hend with his l1and nncl expected, for it can not be denied that Mr. Bufkicks it up to the ceiliug with his foot where it flc's manners when engaged in his business were
grazed long afterwards. "Major" I says "be not agreeable. To collect is one thing and to
cool and advise me what to do with J oslmn my look about as if suspicious of the goods being
dead and gone Lirriper's own youngest brother." gradually removing in the dead of the night by
"Madam" says tlie Major "my advice is that a bnck door is another, over taxing you have no
you bonrd and lodge him in a Powder Mill, with control but suspecting is voluntary. Allow,rnces
n handsome gratuity to the proprietor when ex- too mnst ever be made for a gentleman of tho
ploded." '' l\Iajor" I s<iys "as a Christian you Major's warmth not relishing being spoke to
cannot mean your words." "Madam•· says t.b e with a pen in the mouth, nncl while I do not
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know that it is more irritable to my own feelings ' in Johnson's Dictionary to stnt~. But I safely
to hnvc a low-<:rowned hnt with a broad brim put the street door ou the jnr and got behind the
kept on in-door3 than any other hat still I can I Major's blinds with my shuwl on and my mind
apvrcciate the Major's, besides whicli without mnde up the moment I saw danger to rush out
bearing malice or vengeance the Major is a man screeching till my voice foiled me and catch the
that scores up arrears as his habit nhvays was Mnjor round the neck till my strength went and
wilh Joshua Lirriper. So at last my dear the hnve nil parties bound. I had not been behind
llfnjor fay in wnit for )lr. Duffie and it worrited the blinds a quarter of an l1our when I saw Mr.
me a good deal. l\Ir. Duffie gh·es his rap of two Duffie approaching with his Collecting-books in
ijhnrp knocks one dny and the Major bounces to his hnnd. The Major like11•ise saw him npth<1 door. "Collcetor has culled for two qunr- proaching and hummed louder and himself apters' Assessed Taxes" says l\lr. Bnftle. "They pronched. They met beforo the .Airy railings.
are ready for him" says the Major and brings 'fhe Major tnkes off his hnt nt arm's length and
him in here. But on the way J\!r. Buffie looks snys ".Mr. Bufllc I believe?" Mr. Buffic takes
about him in his usual suspicious manner and off l,is hat at nrm's length nml says "Thut is my
the Jlfojor fires and asks him "Do you see a name sir." Says the J\hjor "llave you anycomGhost sir?" "No sir" says l\(r. Baille. "Be- mnnds for me, Mr. Buffie ?" Says Th. Bullle
cause I baYe before noticed you" says the i'llajor "Not any sir." 'f hen my dear both of 'em
" apparently looking for a spectre Yery hard be- bowed Ycry low nnd haughty nnd parted, and
nc11th the roof of my respected friend. When whene..-et· l\Ir. Buffie made bis l"Ounds in future
you find that supernatuml ngcnt, bo so !!Ood as him and the Mnjor nlwnys met and bowed before
point him out sir." l\fr. Baffle stares ntlbel\Ia- the Airy railings, putting me much in mind of
jor and then nods at me. "Mrs. Lirripcr sir" Ilnmlct and the other gentleman in mourning
says tho Major going off into n perfect steam before killing one :motlier, though I could ba..-e
and introducing mil with his hand "Pleasure of wished the other gentleman had done it fairer
knowing her" siiys Mr. Duffie. "A-hum!- nncl eYen if less polite no poison.
,Jemmy Jackman sir !" says the l\fojor introduc- . :Mr. Duffie's family wero not liked in this
ing himself. "Ilonour of knowing you by sight" neighbourhood, for when you nrc 11. bouscbolder
snys Mr. Bnfflo. "Jemmy Jackman sir" says my dear you'll find it docs not come by nature
the Major wagging bis hoad sideways in ii sort to like the Assessed, and it was consiJerecl beof an obstinM.e fury "presents to you his cs- sides that 1\ one-horse phcaytou ought not to
roomed friend that lady Mrs. Emma Lirriper of hn110 elevated Mrs. Buffie to that beighth espeEigbty-one Norfolk-street Strand London in the cially when purloined from the Ta.xes which I
County of Middlesex in the United Kingdom of myself did consider uncharitable. But they
Great Britain and Ireland. Upon which occa- were not liked nod there wns that domestic nns ion sir," says the Major, "Jemmy Jnckman happiness in the family in consequence of their
tnkcs your_hat off." Mr. Buffie looks at his hat both being very hard wi1h Miss Baffle nnd one
whero the l!Iajor drops it on the floor, and he another on account of Miss Buflle's fa1•ouring
picks it up and puts it on iigain. " Sic'' says J\Ir. Buflle's nrticlcd young gentleman, that it
the Major very red and looking him full in the was whispered that Miss Duffie would go either
fnce "thero aro two quarters of the Gallantry into a consumption or a convent she being so
'l'axos due and the Collector has called." Upon very thin and off her nppclitc and two closewhich if yon can believe my words my dear the shaved gentlemen with white bnnds mund their
~Cajor drops Mr. Buftle's hat off again. "This-" necks peeping 1·011nd the corner whenever she
Mr. Duffie begins very angry with bis pen in went out in IVnistconts resembling black pinnhis mouth, when the Major steaming moro mid fores. So things stood towards Mr. Bnffio when
more says "Tiikc your bit out sir! Or by the one night I was woke by II frightful noiso and a
whole infernal system of Taxation of this couu- smell of burning, and going to my bedroom wintry and every individual figure in the National dow !'aW the whole street in a glow. FortnDebt, I'll get upon yout back and ride you like nntcly we bad uvo sets empty jru;t then nod bea horse!" which it's my belief he would have fore I could hurry on some clothes I heard the
done and even actually jerking bis neat little Major hammering at tho atlics' doors nncl cnlllcgs ready for a. spring ns it was. "Tl1is" says ing out "Dress yourselves !-Fire ! Don't be
) [r. B ufilc without his pen "is an nssault and frightened !-Firo ! Collect your presence of
I'JI h:wo the law of you." "Sir'' replies the i\Ia- mindl-Fire l All right,-Fire !" most tremenjor "if you arc ii man of honour, your Collector jonsly. As I opened my bedroom door tbe )fa.
of whntever may be due on tho Ronournblo As- jo1· cnme tnmbling in over himself and me nnd
scssmcnt by applying to l\fnjor Jackmnn at The caught me in his arms. "Mnjor" I s11.ys brcathPnrlours Mrs. L irriper's Lodgings, mny obtain lcs.s "where is it?" "l don't know dearest mad.
whnt he wants in full at any moment."
nm"' ~nys the )fnjor-" Fire! Jemmy J ackman
When the Major glared at Mr. Burne with will defend you to the Inst drop of bis bloodthose m~a.ning words my deitr I literally gas peel Firn l If tho dear boy wns nt home what ii treat
for a tc.'ISpoonful of sal vololtile in a wine-glass this would bo for him-Firo !" and altogether
of water, and I says " P ray let it go no fur- very collected nnd bold except that ho couldn't
ther ,:cntlemen I beg and beseech of you!" But ~ay a single sentence withont ~baking me to the
the J\Injor could be got to do nothing clso but very centre with roaring Fire. Wo ran down
5n01·t long aftor M:r. Bnffle was gone, and the to the clmwing-room and put our bends out of
effect it had upon my whole mnss of blood when window, noel the Major Cl\lls to nu unfeelinll
on the nc~-t day of !,Ir. Buffle's rounds tlic i\,[a,.. young monkey scampering by be joyful and
Jor spruced himself up and went bumming a rendy to split "'There is it?- Firol" The
tune up and down the street with one eye almost monkey nnsweM without stopping "Ob here's a
,bliternted by bis hat there arc not expressions lark I Old Bulllo's been setting bis honso aligb,
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to prc,·ent its being found out that ho boned the linceller-case, until .Mr. Bufile says "Robina
Taxes. Hurrnh ! Fire!" And then t'he sparks speak to him!" MissBuflle says "Dem· George!"
came flying up and the smoke came pouring and but for the Major's pouring down brandrdown and the crackling of flames and spatting and.wnter on the instant which caused a catchof water and banging of engines and backing ing in bis throat owing to the nutmeg and a \'iof axes and breaking of g1aSs and knocking at olent fit of coughing je might have prO\'ed too
doors and the shouting and crying and hurry- mucl1 for bis strength. When the articled young
ing and the heat and altogether gave me a dread- gentleman got the better of it Mr. Bnffle leaned
ful palpitation. "Don't be frightened dearest up against Mrs. Bufile being two bundles, a lit· madam," says the Major- " Fire! 'l'bere's no- tle while in confidence, and then snys with tears
thing to be alarmed at-Fire! D on't open the in his eyes which the Major noticing wiped,
street door till I come back-Fire! l'U go nnd "We have not been an united family, Jet us
see if I c:i.n be of any service-Fire I You're after this danger become so, take her George."
quite composed and comfortable ain't you?- The young gentleman could not put bis mm
Fire, Fire, Fire!" It was in vain for me to out far to do it, but his spoken C.'<pressions were
hold the man and tell him he'd be galloped to very beautiful though of a wandering class.
death by t.he engines-pumped to death by his Aud I do not know thnt I ever had a much
over-exertions--wet-fceted to death by the slop pleasanter menl than tbe breakfast we took toand mess-flattened to death when the roofs gether after we had a11 dozed, when M.iss Buffic
fell in-his spirit was up and he weut scamper- made tea very sweetly in quite the Roman style
ing off after the young monkey with all the ns depicted formerly nt Covent Garden Theatre
breath he had and none to spare, and me and and when the whole family was most agreeable,
the girls huddled together at the parlour win- as they have ever proved since that night when
dows looking at the drcadfnl flames above the the Major stood at the foot of the Fire-Escape
houses over the way, .Mr. Buflle's being round and claimed them as they came down - the
the corner. Presently what should wo see but young gentleman headforemost, which accounts.
some people running down the street straight to And though I do not say that we should be less
our door, and t.hen the Major direct,ing opera- liable to think ill of one another if strictly limtions in the busiest way, and then some more ited to blankets, still I do say that we might
JlCOplc and then-carried in ll chair similar to most of us come to a better understanding if we
kept one another lc..ss at II distance.
G11y Fawkes-Mr. Buffle in a blanket!
\Vl1y there's Wozenbam's lower down on the
My dear the Major has Mr. Buffie brought
up our 5teps noel whisked into the parlour :i.nd other side of the street. I had a feeling of ruuch
must
ca1·ted out on the sofy, nnd then he and all the soreness severnl yenrs respecting what
rest of them without so much ns a word bmst still ever call Miss ·wozenham's systematic underbidding
nnd
the
likeness
of
the
house
in
away again foll $peed, leaving tho impression
of a vision except for l\fr. Buflle awful in his Bradshaw having far too many windows and a
blanket with his eyes a rolling. In a twinkling most umbrageous and outrageous Oak whicl1
they all burst bnck again with Mrs. Buflle in never yet was seen in Norfolk-street nor yet a
another blanket, which whisked in nnd earteu carriage and fonr at Wozenbnm's door, which it
out on the sofy they nil burst off ngain and all would have been far more to Bradshaw's credit
but'St back agnin with Miss Buffie in another to have drawn a cab. This' frame of mind conblanket, which again whisked in and carted out tinued bitter down to the very afternoon in Janthey all b11rst off again ond all burst back again uary last when one of my girls, Sally Rairygnwilh Mr. Buffic's articled young gentleman in noo which I still suspect of Itish extraction
another blanket-him a holding round the necks though family represented Cambridge, else why
of two men carrying him by the Jogs, similar to abscond with a bricklayer 11£ the Limerick perthe picter of the disgraceful creetur who has lost suasion and be mnrricd in pattens not waiting
the fight (but where the chair I do not know) till his black eye wns decently got round with
and his hair having the appearance of n'ewly 1111 the company fourteen in number sud one
played upon. When o.11 four of a row, the Ma- horse fighting outside on the roof of tl1e rnhicle
jor Tubs his hands and whispers me with what - I repent my dear my ill-regulated state of
little hoar,,"Oncss ho c:i.u get together, "If our mind towards Miss Wozenham continued down
dear remnrknblo boy was only :i.t home what a to the very afternoon of January last past when
Sally Rairygnnoo came banging (I can use no
delightful treat this would bo for him!"
My dear we m:i.de them some hot tea nod mi.Ider expression) into my room with a jump
roast and some hot brandv-nnd-water with a lit- which may be Cambridge and mny not, and
tle comfort.'l.ble nutmeg in it, and at first they said "Hurroo Missis! Miss Wozenbam's sold
were scared and low in their spirits but being up!" My dear when I had it thrown in my face
fully insured got sociable. And the first use nnd conscience that the girl Sally hnd reason to
Mr. Baffle made of his· tongue "·as to call the think I could be glad of the ruin of n fcllowMajor his Pr.eser-rer and liis best of frie11ds nud crectur, I burst into tears and dropped back in
to say "My for ever dearest sir Jet me m>1ke my chair nnd I says "I am ashamed of myself!"
Well! I tried to settle to my 1ea but 1 could
you known to Mrs. Bufile" which also addressed
him as her Preserver and her best of friends and not do it what with thinking of Miss Wozenhnm
was fully as cordial as the blanket would admit and lier distresses. It was a wretched night
of. Also Miss Buffie. The :1rticled young gen- and I went np to a. front window nod 1ookecl
tleman's head was a little light and he sat a over at ,vozenham's and as well as I could mnke
moaning "Robina is reduced to cinders, Robina it out down the street in t,he fog it was tho disis reduced to cinders!" Which went more to malest of the dismal ancl not a light to be seen.
the heart on acconnt of his Jiaving got wriippecl So at Inst I says to myself "This will not do,"
lu his ~lanket as if he was looking out of a vio- anu I puts on my oldest bonnet and shawl not
0
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wi,ihing Miss Wozenham to be reminded of my
best ,11 sttch n time, an<l lo nnd behold yon I
goes over to ,vozenhnm's and knocks. " Miss
\Vozenham at home?" I snys turning my bead
when r heard the door go. And then I saw it
was Miss Wozenham herself who had opened h
and sadly worn she was poor thing and her eyes
all swelled and swelled with crying. " Miss
\Vozcnham" I says "ii is several years since
there w M a little unpleasantness betwixt U!\ on
the subject of my grandson's cnp being down
_.-our Airy. I have o,•erlookcd it nod I hope
you him, dono tho same." "Yes Mrs. LiiTipcr''
she Sl\yS in n snrpriso " I have." "'I'hen my
dear" I says " I should be glad to come in and
speak n word to you." Upon my cnlling her my
dear Mis! Wozenham breaks out n crying most
pitiful, and n not unfeeling elderly person that
might h:n-e been better shaYed in a nightcap
with a hat OYCr it offering a polite apology for
the mumps having worked tbemseh·es into his
constitution, and also for sending home to his
wifo on the bollows which was in his hand as a
,vri1ing-dcsk, looks out of the bnck parlour and
aays "The lady wants a word of comfort" and
goes in again. So I was able to say quite natural ",vants a word of comfort does J;hc sir?
'l'hen plcnso t he pigs sho shall barn it!" And
Mus ,vozenhnm and me we go into the front
room with a wretched light that seemed to have
boon crying t-00 and wns sputterinir out, and [
says " Now my dear, tell me all," and she wrings
her hands and says "Oh Mrs. Lirriper that man
is in possession here, and I bavo uot a friend in
the world who is able to help me with a shilling."
It doesn't si~'Ilify a bit what n tnlka1i,c old
body like me said to Miss Wozcnham when she
stiid that, and so I'll tell yon instead my dcnr
that l'd have given thirty slullings to hnve token
her o,er to ten, only I du.rstn't on account of the
Major. Not yon see bnt what I knew I could
dra,v the Major out like thread nnd wind him
round my finge1· on most subjects and perhaps
e,en on that if I was to sci myself to it, but him
And mo hnd so often belied Miss ·woicnhnrn to
one another that I wns shamefaced, and I knew
she lrnd offended his pride and never mine, nnd
likewise I felt timid thnt that Rairyganoo girl
might make things awkward. So I says " My
dear ir yon could givo me a cup of tea to clear
my muddle of a head I should better understand
your affairs." And we had the tea and the
affairs too and after all it was but forty pound,
and--'fhere I she's ns indust!'ions nnd straight
a crcetur as ever lived and has pnid back hnlf of
it already, and where's the use of saying more,
particularly when it ain't the point? For the
point' is that when she was a kissing my hnnds
aod holding them in hers and kissing them again
And blessing bl~ing blessing, I ch~red up at
lMt nnd I snys ",vhy whnt a waddling old
goose I hn,·e been my dear to ti•kc you for some1bing ~o very different!" "Ah but I too'" says
she " how hn,·c I mistaken you I" "Come for
,:oodness' sake tell mo" I says "what you
thought of me?" "Oh" says she " I thought
_vou had no feeling for such a hard hnnd-t-0mouth life as mine, and were rolling in nflln.
cnce." I says shnking my sides (nnd very glnd
10 do it for I bnd been n chokini; quhe long
enough) "Only look at my figure my dear nod
i;i~o mo your opinion whether if I ,rns in nfllu-
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ence I should be likely to roll in it!" That did
it l We got as merry as grigs (whatever th~
arc, if you happen to know my denr-l don'I)
and I went home to my blessed home as lulppJ'
and as thankful as could be. But before I make
nn end of it, think even of my having misundcr.
stood the Major L Yes! For next forenoon the
Major came into my little room with his brushed
hat in his hand nrul be beg ins " My deares1
madam--" and then put his face in his hat ns
if he had just come into church. As I snt :ill in
n maze he come out of his hot and began ngni11,
"My esteemed and beloved friend--" nnd
then went into his bnt again. " Mnjor," I cries
out frightened "hns anything happened to our
darlini: boy?" "No, no, no" says the Major
"but Miss Wozenhnm has boon here this morn•
ing to make her excuses to me, and by tho L oni
I can't get over whnt she told me." " H oity
toity, l',lsjor," I says "you don't know yet thnt
I was afraid of you last night and didn't think
half 11s well of you as I ought I So como out or
cl1urch J\1njor nnd forgive me like n dear old
friend and I'll never do so any more." And I
)cove you to j11dge my dear whether I ever did
or will. And how affecting to think of Mi;;s
\Vozenbam out of her smnll income and her
losses doing so much fol' her poor old father, and
keeping a brother that had had the misfortnnc
to soften his brain against the hard mathematic.,
ns neat ns a new pin in the three back represent.
cd to lodgers as a lumber-roon1 and consumini:
a whole shoulder of mutton whene,,cr provided!
And now my dear I really nm a going to tell
you about my Legncy if you're inclined to fn,·our me with your aUen1ion, and I did fully intend to hn,·o coroo straight to it only one thing
docs so bring,up another. It was tho month of,
June nnd tho day before Midsummer D ny when
my girl Winifred Mndgers-sbe was whntistermcd a Plymouth Sister, and the Plymouth Bro1h.
er thnt mado away with her wns quite right, for
n tidier young woman for II wife never came into
n house nnd afterwards called with the beanti.
fullest Plymouth Twins-it was the dny before
Midsummer Day when Winifred Madgers comes
and says to me "A gentleman from the Consul's wishes particular to speak to Mrs. L irriper."
lf you'll belie,·e me my denr the Consols at tho
bank whc,,o I have a little matter for Jemmy got
into my bead, aud I says "Good gracious I hope
he ain't had any dreadful foll !" Says Winifred
" Ile don·t look as if he bnd ma'am." Ami I
snys "Show him in."
The gentlemnn came in dark and with hi~
hair cropped what I should consider too close,
nnd he says Yery polite " i\fndnme Lirrn·iper I"
I says "Yes sir. Tnke a chair." "I come,''
snys he "frnvom the Frrwencb Consul's." So
I saw at onco that it wasn't the B nnk of England. ",ve ha,•e mveceivcd," says the gentleman turning bis r'a very curious and skilfnl,
'' frrwom the l\fai1Twio at Sens, a comm unication which I will ha,·e the honour l-0 rrwend.
Mndnme L lrrwiper understands Frrwcnch ?"
'' Oh dear no sil· !" ~ays I. " Madnmo Lirri
per don't nnderstancl 'anything of the sort.»
" rt matters not," ~Y9 t he gentleman, " r will
trrnwnslatc."
Wi1b that my dear the gentleman 11fter rencling romething nbont n Depnr1mcnt and n Jlfoiril'
(l<"hich.L ord forgive me I supposed till the Ma-
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jor came l1ome was l\fo{·y, and never WI\S I more attacking the organ-men, but at Inst be got
puzzled than to think how that young womnn through it and stood a gwiing at me in amazecame to hnve so much to do with it) transbtcd ment.
"Major," I says, "you're paralysed."
a lot with the most obliging pains, and it came
"Madam," says the Major, "Jemmy Jackto this :-That in the town of Sens in France,
an unknown Englishman Jay a dying. That he man is doubled up."
Now it did so happen that the Major bad be(;n
was speechless and without motion. 'rhat in
his lodging there wns n gold watch and n purse out to get a little information about railro!)dS
containing such and such money and a trunk and steam-boats, 113 our boy was coming home
containing such and such clothes, but no pass- for his :Midsummer holidays next day and wo
port and no papers, except that on bis table was were going to take him somewhere for a treat
a pack of cm·ds and that he had written in pen- and a change. So while the Major stood a gazcil on the back of the nee of hearts : "To the ing it came into my head to sny to him "Major
authorities. W'hen I am dead, pray send what I wish you'd go and look at some of your books
is left, as a last Legacy, to Mrs. Lirriper Eighty- and maps, and sec whereabouts this same town
one Norfolk-street Strand London." When the of Sens is in France."
'£he Major he roused Mmse!f and be went into
gentleman had explained all tltls, which seemed
to be drawn 11p much more metbodical than I the Parlours and he poked about a little, and he
should luwe given the French credit for, not at came back to me and he says : '' Sens my dearest
that time knowing the nation, he put the docu- madam is se'l"enty odd miles sonth of Paris."
With what I may trnly call a desperate effort
ment into my hand. And much the wiser I was
for that you may be sure, except thnt it had the " Major" I says "we'll go there with om· blessed
look of being made out upou grncery-papcr and boy!"
If eYer the Major was beside himself it was at
,,-as stamped all over with eagles.
"Does Madame L irrwipcr" says the gentle- the thoughts of that journey. All dny Jong he
man "believe she nwecognises her uufortunA.te wns like the wild man of the woods after meeting
with nn advertisement in the papers te1ling him
compatrrwiot ?"
You may imagine the flurry it pot me into my something to his advantage, and early next '
morning bonrs before J emmy could possibly
Jear to he talked to about my compatriots.
I says "Excuse me. ·would you h,wo the come home he was outside in the street ready to
kindness sir to make yom language as simple as call out to him that we was all a going to France.
Young Rosy-cheelts you mny believe was as wild
you can?"
"Tltls Englishman unhappy, at the point of as the Major, aud they did carry on to thnt dedeath. This compatrrwiot afflicted," says the gree tbnt I says "1f you two children ain't
more orderly 1'11 pack you both off to bed."
gentleman.
"Thank you sir" I says "I understand you And then they fell to cleaning up the Major's
now. No sir I haYe not the lenst idea wbo this telescope to see France with, and went out and
bought a leather bag with a snap to hnng round
can be."
"Ilas Madame Lirrwiper no son, no nephew, Jemmy, and him to carry the money like a litno godson, no frrwiend, no acquaintance of any tle Fortunatus ,vith his purse.
If I hadn't passed my word and raised their
kind in F:rrwance ?"
"To my certain knowledge" says I "no re- hopes, I doubt if I could have gone tlnough with
lation or friend, and to the best of my belief no the undertaking but it was too late to go back
now. So on the second day :ifter Midsummer
acquaintance."
'' Pardon me. You take Locataires ?'' says Day we went off by the morning mail. And
when we came to the sen which I had ne,•cr seen
the gentleman.
My dear fully belie,,ing he wns offering me but once in my life and that when my poor Lirsomething with his obliging foreign manners- riper was courting me, the freshness of it and
snuff for anything I knew-I gave a little beud the deepness and the airiness and to think that it
of my head and I says if you'll credit it, "No l bad been rolling ever since and that it was althank you. I have not contracted the habit." way a rnlliog and so few of us minding, made
The gentleman looks perplexed aud says me feel quite serious. But I felt happy too nnd
so did Jemmy and the Major and not much mo" Lodgers?"
"Oh!" says I laughing. "Bless the man! tion on t,h e whole, though me with a swimming
in the head and a sinking bot able to take notice
Why yes to be sure l"
"May it not be a former lodger?" says the that the foreign insides appear to be constructgentleman. "Some lodger that yon pardoned ed hollower than the Englitib, lending to much
some rrwent? You have pardoned lodgers some more tremenjous noises when bad sailors:
But my dear the blueness and the lightness
rrwent?"
.."Hem! It hns happened sir" says I, "bot I nnd the coloured look of everything and the very
assure you 1 can call to mind no gentleman of sentry-boxes striped and the shining rattling
that description that this is at all like.Jy to be." drnms ancl the little soldiers with their waists
In short my dear we could make nothing of and tidy gaiters, when we got across to the Conit, a.ud the gentleman noted down what I said tinent-it made me feel as if I don't know whnl
and went away. But he left me the paper of -as if tbe atmosphere had been lifted off me.
which he had two with him, and when tbe Major And as to lunch why bless you if I kept a mancame in I says to the Major as I put it in his cook and two kitchen-maids I couldn't get it
band "Major here's olcl Moore's Almanack, with done for twice the money, and no injured young
women a glaring at you and grndging yon nnd
the hieroglyphic complete, for your opinion."
It took the Major a little longer to read than acknowledging your patronage by wishing that
I should have thought, judging from tl1e copious your food might choke you, and so civil and so
flow with which he seemed to be gifted when hot aud attentive and every way comf01·tablo
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except J emmy pou1·ing wine down his thront by
tumblers-full and mo c.-<:pccting to seo him drop
under 1he table.
And tho way in which J emmy spoke his
French w11s 11. real chnrm. I t was often wanted
of him, for whenever anybody spoke a syllable
10 mo I says "Noncomprenny, you're very kinil
but it's no use- Now J emmy !" and then J emmy be fires away at 'em lo1•cly, the only thing
wanting in Jemmy's French being as it appeared
to me that ho hardly over understood n word of
what they said to him which made it scarcely of
tho usc it might ha,·c been though in other respects a perfect Native, nnc.1 regarding the Major's
fluency I should have been of the opinion judging Jfrench by English that there might b,11·e
been a greater choice of words in the lang uage
though still I must admit that if l hadn't known
hin1 when he nsked u military gentleman in n
grey cloak what o'clock it was 1 should have took
him for a Frenchman born.
Before going on to look nfwr my Legacy we
were lo make one regular day in l'aris, and I
lca,·e you to judge my dear what a day that, wns
with J emmy and the l\Injor nod the telescope
and me and the prowling young man at the inn
door (but vory ch·il too) t hat went along with us
to show tho sights. All along tho railway to
Paris Jemmy and the Major had been frightouing me to donth by stooping down on the plnr..
forms at station. 10 inspect the engines nnclcrneath their mechanical stomachs, and by creeping
in and out I don't know where all, to flnd impnwemcnts for the United Grand Junction Purlour, but when we got out into the brilliantst:1·cets
on ,t liright morning they gave up nil tl1eir London improvements as a bad job nnd gnve their
mind~ to Pnris. S.1ys the prowling lOtmg man
to me "Will 1 spenk Inglis No?" So I snys
"If you can young mun l shall toke it 1111 a
f,wonr," but nftcr hnlf nn hour of it when I
fully belie,·ed the man had gone mad nnd me too
I sitys "Be so good as foll bnek on your French
sir," knowing that then I shouldn't have the
agonies of trying to understund him which was
a hnpl>y release. Not that l lost much more
than t 1e rest either, for l generally noticed that
when he had described something ,·ery Jong
indeed nnd I Sl\ys 10 Jemmy "·what docs he
say J e mmy?" Jemmy snys looking at him with
Yengeance iu his eye "Ho is so jolly indistinct!" :,.ud thnt when he had described it longer all over ngoin nml I snys to Jemmy "Well
Jemmy whut's it nil about?" Jemmy snys "Ile
says the building was repaired in seventeen lmudrcd nnd four, Gran."
vVhereve1· that vrowling young roan formed
hi.i prowling habits I can not be ei,:pected to
know, bat tile wny in which he went round the
corner while we hml our breakfasts nod wns
there again when we swnllowcd the last crumb
wns most man·ellons, and just the same at dinner, and at night, prowling equally nt the thentre nnd the inn garnwny and the shop.doors when
we b<>ught a triHe or two nnd everywhere else
bnt troubled with a tendency to spit. A nd of
l',iris I can tell you no moro my denr than thnt
it's town and country both in one, and cnn·cd
stone nnd long streets of high houses and gnrdens :ind fountains nnd stntucs and trees ancl
gold, nnd immensely big soldiers and immensely
liltle soldiers and the pleasantest nurses with the
2
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whitest cn1>s a plnying nt skipping-rope with the
bunchiest babies in the flau est cllps, nnd clean
tablecloths spread everywhere for dinner and
people sitting out of doors smoking and sipping
all day long and little plays being 11cted in the
open air for little people and every shop a complete and elegant room, and everybody seeming
to play at everything in this world. And ns to
the sparkling lights my dear nfter dark, glittering high up and low down and on before and on
behind and nil round, and the crowd of thentrcs
and the crowd of J)eoplo and the crowd of all
sorts, it's pure enchantment. A nd pretty well
the only thin,:: thnt grated on me was thnt whether you pay your fore nt tho r11ilw:1y or whether
you change your money at a monev- dealer's or
whether you t.'lkc your ticket at the theatre, the
lady or gcntlcm:10 is cagcll up ( f suppose by
Go,·crnment) behiud the strongest iron bars
having more of n Zoological nppcnrnuce tbnn a
free country.
W ell to be sure when I did after oil ,::ct my
precious bones to bed that night, and my Young
Roguo came in to kiss me and asks "\Yhnt do
you think of this lol'ely lo1·ely Pari~, Gran?" I
s,1ys "Jemmy I feel !IS if it was beautiful fireworks being let off in my head." And l'ery
cool and refreshing the pleru.nnt country was
next dny when wo went on to look after my
Legacy, and rested me mnch and did roe a den!
of good.
So at length am! nt Inst my dear we come to
Sen~, a 1irelly little town with a g reat two-towered cathed1:n1 and the rooks flying in nnd out
of the loopholes nnd another tower ntop of one
of the towors like n sort of n stone pulpit. In
which pulpit with tho l,irds skimming below him
if you'll believe me, I s:1w a speck while I WRS
resting at the inn before dinner which they
made signs to me wns .Temmy and which really
was. I had been a fancying as I sat in the balcony of the hotel 1hnt an Angel might light
there and cnll down _to the people to be good,
but I little thouglit what J emmy all unknown to
himself WIIS a cnlling down from that high
pince to some one in the town.
The plensnntest-sitnnted inn my dcnr ! Right
under the two towers, with their shadows a
chnnging upon it all day like•a kind of a snndinl, and country people driving in nud out of
the courr..vard in cnrts nnd hooded cabriolets
and such-like, and n market o utside in front of
the cathcdrnl, nud nil so qunint and like 11. picter. The l\Inj<Jr and me ai;recd thnt whutevcr
cnme of my Legacy this was the place to stay in
for our holiday, anil we nlso ngrccd thnt our
dear hoy hnd best not be checked in his joy thnt
night by the sight of the l!:nglishman if ho was
still alive, but that we would go together and
nloue. F or you nre to understand thnt the Major not feeling himself quite equal in his wiml
to the heighth to which J emmy had climbed, had
come back to me am) left him with the Guide.
So nftcr dinner when J emmy bnd set off 10
sec the river, the l\fojor went down to the l\lail'ie,
and presently came b:lck with a military character in n sword nnd spurs and n cocked-hat
and n yellow shoulder-belt nnd long tags nbout
him thnt ho must have found incon,enicnt.
And the Major says " The Englishmnn still Jil'S
in the same stntc dearest mndam. This gc111lcm11.u will conduct \Ill to bis lodging." Upon
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which tile militnry clmract~r pulled off his cockedhat to me, aud I rook 11011cc thnt he had shaved
his forehead in imitation of Napoleon Bonapart<:
but not like.
\Ve went out at the court-yard gate nnd past
the great doors of the cathedral nnd down n_nrrow High Street where tl1e people were ~1ttmg
chnning nt their sho~oors and the cb1ldn:n
were atJolny. 'fhe m1htury charactc_r wen~ •n
front an he stopped nt 11 pork-sho]? with a little
staruc of n pig silling up, in the w1~dow, and a
prirnte door that a donkey was lookmg out of.
When the donkey saw the military clrnrnctcr
he c:ime sli))ping out on tho 1i1wcment to turn
round nod then cluttered along the passage into
n back-yard. So rho coast being clear, the :\rn.
jor and me wero conducted up tho common
stair and into the front 1·oom on tho scconJ, n
b.'lre room with a red tiled floor and the outside
lattice blinds pulled close to darken it. As the
military chnractcr opened tho blinds I ~aw the
tower where I had seen ,Jemmy, dm·kcning ns
the sun go~ low, and I turned to the bed by the
wall and snw the Englishman.
Jt wns some kind of brain fc,·er ho hnd hnd,
no<l his hnir was nil gone, nod some wetted foldcd linen lay upon his head. I looked at him
,·cry nttcnti1·e as be lny there nil wusted away
with his eyes closed, nnd I snys to tho Mnjor
"I nover saw this face before."
The )Injor looked at him ,·cry attentive too,
nod he says
"I never saw tl1is fo.ce before."
When I he Major explained our words to tho
military chnmcter, that gentleman shrugged his
shoulders and showed the ~lnjor the card on
which it was written ubont tho L eg,,cy for me.
It had been wiittcn with a wenk and tremblin,::
hand in bed, and I knew no more of the writing
than of the face. Neither did the l\fajor.
Though lying there alone, the poor crcetnr
was as well taken care of ns could be J1opcd,
and would ha,·e been quite unconscious of uny
one's sitting by him then. I got the Major to
say thnt we were not going nwny nt present, and
th:it I would come bnck to-morrow and watch a
bit by the bedside. But I got him to ndd- nnd
I shook my head hard to make it stronger",ve ngrcc that wo T1ever snw this fuce before."
Our Loy \\ns greatly surprised when we told
him sitting out in the balcony in the starlight)
and he ran over some of those stories of former
Lodgers, of the Major's putting down, and nskecl
wasn't it possible thnt it might be this lodger or
that lodger. It was not possible and we went to
bed.
In the morning just nt breakfast-time tho
military character come jingling round, andsnid
rhnt the doctor thought from the signs he saw
there might be some rally before the end. So I
~nys to ~ho Jlfajor nod Jemmy, "Yon two boys go
nnd cnJoy yourselvC!', and 1'11 take my PrayerRook and go sit by the bed." So I went, and I
snt there some hour", rendin~ a prnycr for him
p<wr soul now nnd then, nnd it was quite ou in
the dav when he moved his hand.
He lind been so still, thnt the moment he
moved l knew of it, nncl I pnllcd off my spectnclcs nml lnid down my hook and rose nod
lookctl nt him. Fr<im mo,·ing one h30J he begno
to mo,-c both, and then his action wns the action
of n person groping in the dnrk. Long ufta his
0
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eyes hnd opened, there wns n film o.-er them nnd
he still felt for his way out into light. l3ut by
slow degrees his sight cleared and his hands
stopped. He saw the ceiling, he saw tl1e wnll
he snw me. As bis sight cleared, mine cleared
too, and when nt last we looked in one another';
faces, I started back and I cries passionately:
"0 yon wicked, wicked man! Your sin has
found yon out!"
For l knew him, the moment life looked out
of his eyes, to be !\Ir. Edson, Jemmy's fnther,
who had so cruelly dcS-Orted Jemmy's young unmarried mother who hnd died in my arms, poor
tender crcetur, nnd left Jemmy to me.
"You cruel wicked mnn ! Yon bad bluck
traitor!"
Whh the little strength he liad, be made an
attempt to turn over on his wretched face to
bide it. His arm dropped out of the bed and bis
head with it, and there he lay before me cru~hcd
in body nnd in mind. Surely the miserablc~t
sight under tho summer sun!
"0 blessed flcaven" 1 says a crying, "tench
me whnt to say to this broken mortal! I nm
a poor sinfnl c·reetur, and the Judgment is not
mine."
As I lifted my eyes up to the cfonr bright ~ky,
I saw the high tower where Jemmy had stood
above the birds, seeing that very window; and
the last look of that poor pretty young mother
when her soul brightened and got free, seemed
to shine down from it.
"0 man, mnn, mno !" I says, nnd I went on
my knees beside the bed ; '' if your heart is rent
asunder and you are truly penitent for what yon
did, Our Saviour will hn,·c mercy on you yet!"
As I leaned my face against the bed, his feeblc hand could just moYe itself enough to touch
me. l hope the touch was penitent. It tried to
hold my dress nod keep hold, but the fingers were
too wrnk to close.
I lifted him buck upon the pillows, and I snys
to Jiim:
"Cun von hear me?"
He looked yes.
"Do you know me?"
Ho looked yes, even yet more plainly.
"I am not here alone. The Major is with
me. You recollect the l\fajor ?"
Yes. That is to s:iy he made out yes, in the
same way as before.
'' And even the l\Iajor nod I arc not nlonc.
My grnndson-his godson-is with us. Do you
hen,·? My grandson."
The lingers made another trial to catch nt my
slee,·e, but could only creep near it nnd fnll.
"Do yon know wl10 my grandson is?"
Yes.
"I pitied nnd loved his lonely mother. When
his mother lay a dyin,:: I snicl to her, 'My dear
this Lnbr is sent to a childless old woman.' He
bas been my pride nnd joy e.-cr since. I lo,·e
him as dearly ns ifhe hnd drunk from mJ' brea~t.
Do you ask to sec my grandson before J·on die?"
Yes.
"Show me, when I leave off spcuking, if ~-ou
correctly understand what I say. lie has been
kept nnncqu11imcd with the story of.his birth.
Ifo ha., no knowledge of it. No suspicion of it.
If I bring him here t o I he side of this bed, he
will suppose you to be a perfect ~rrnnger. It
is more than l cnn do, to keep from him the

I

i\ffiS. LIRRIPER'S LEGACY.

11

knowledge thnt there is such wrong nnd misery like n mother, nnd the recollection made the
in the world· but thnt it wns ever so near him pltlce so pcnccful to mens I can't express. And
in bi,; iunoc~nt crndle, I hn,·e kept from him, ~very soul about the hot~! down. t-0 the pigeons
and { do keep from him, nnd I e~·cr will keep .m the <;<>urt,.yard mnde fncn_ds with J e~my and
from him. Ji'or hiij mother's sake, and for his tho MaJOr, and went lumbermg away with them
own."
on all sorts of expeditions in all sorts of vehicles
nc showed me th11i be distinctly understood, drnwn. by rnmpagious ca!1-horses-witb heads.
and the tel\rs fell from l1is eyes.
and wubout-mud for pnmt and ropes for h~rucss-and e1·cry new friend dressed 1~ bluo h~e
" Now rest, and you shall see Jiim."
So I got him a little wine and some brandy a butcher, and e,·ery new horse srnndrng 011 lus
and I put things straight about his bed. But I hind legs wanting to de\'OUr and consume ~,•cry
began to be troubled in my mind lest J emmy other horse, and every mnn that ha~ n _wh,p_ t_o
and tho )fe.jor might be too long of coming back. crack crnck-crack-:crac~-crack-crackrng 1t as 1~1t
What with this occupotfon for my thoughts nnd was n schoolboy with his first. As to the MsJor
lrn.nd~, I didn't henr a foot upon the i;tnirs, nnd my dear that man lived the greater part of his
wns startled when I saw the Major stopped short time with a little tumbler in one ba nd and a botin the middlooftho room by the eyes of the man tie of small wine i n the other, and whenever be
npon t he bed, and knowing him then, as I had saw anybody else with a linlo tumbler, n? mntknowu him a little while ni:o.
ter who it was-the military charncwr with the
There was anger in the 1-Cnjor's fnce, and there tags, or tho ill1l serl'nnts nt their supper in the
was horror and repugnance and I don't know court-yard, or towns-people n chatting on a
what. So [ went up to him and r led him to bench, or country-people n starting home after
the befuide a nd when I clasped my hands and m nrket:-down rushes the M ojor to clink his
i:lass against their glasses and cry-lTola! Vil'C
lifted of them np, the ) I ajor did the like.
"0 Lord" I says "Thou knowcst what we Somebody! or Vi\•c Something! M if he was
two snw t.ogetber of the sufferings and sorrows beside himself. And though I coulcl not quite
of t11nt young creetur now with 'fhee. If this npprove of the Major's d oing it, still the ways of
dying man is tmly penitent, we two together the world are the ways of the world varyini; nchumbly pray Thee to bnye mercy on him!"
cording co different pnrts of it, and dancing at
The Mnjor says "Amen!" and then after a nll in the open Square with a Indy th at kept n
little btop I whispers him, "Dear old friend fctd1 barber's shop my opinion is that the Major w11s
our l>elo1·cd boy." And the Major, so clever as r ight to dunce his best and to lend off wilh a
to have got 10 understand it all without being power that I did not think wus in him, though I
told n word,. went away and brought J1im.
was a little uneasy nt the Bnrricading sound of
Nc,·er nlvcr nc,cr, shall I forget the fnir the cries thnt were set up by the other dnncers
bright face or our boy when he stood at the foot nnd t he rest of the .company, until when I sn;-s
of the bed, looking nt his unknown rather. And "\Vhllt are they ever cnlling out J emmy?"
0 so like his dear young mother then!
Jemmy says "They're calling oot Gran, Bravo
"Jemmy" I says, " I have found out nil about the Military English! Bravo the l\1ilitnry Enthis poor goutlemnn who is so ill, and h o did glish !" which was very gratifying to my feelings
lodge in the old house once. And ns he wants as a Briton and became the nrune the Mujor
to see all belonging to it, now that he is passing was 1..-uown by.
nw,iy, I sent for you." •
But e,·cry evening at a regular time we nil
"Ah poor man!" says J emmy stepping for- throe sat out in tho balcony of the hotel at lhe
wnrd nod touching one of his hands with i:rcat end of the court-yard, looking up at tbe golden
gentleness. "My heart woits for him. l'oor, and rosy l ight as it cbanf,'Cd on the grent towers,
poor, mnn I"
and looking nt the shadows of the towers ns t.hcy
The eyes that were so soon to close for e,•er, chnnged on all about us ourselves included, and
turned to mo, and I was not that strong in the whnt do yon think we did there? l\Iy dear if
pride of my streng th that I could resist them.
J emmy lrndn't brought some other of those sto"i\ly dnrlini: boy, there is n renson in the ries ol' the Major's taking down from the tellsecret history of this fellow-creetur, lying as the iog of former lodgers at Eighty-one Norfolkbest and worst of us must all lie ono dny, which street, and if he didn't bring 'em out with this
I think would case his spirit in his Just hour if speech:
you would lay your cheek against bis forehead
"Here you are Gran! IIcre you are Godand ,;.1.y 'llay God forgive you!'"
father ! More of 'cm!
read. And though
"0 Gran," snys J emmy with a full heart" I you wrote 'cm for me, G odfather, I know you
nm not worthy!" But he leaned down and did won't disapprove of my making 'em over to
it. Theo the faltering fingers made out to catch Gran ; will you?"
hold of my sleeve at last, and I believe he WM a
"No my dcnr boy," snys the Major. " E~trying to kiss me when he died.
erything we hal'C is hers, and we arc hers."
•
•
•
•
•
" Hers ever affectionately nnd derntedly J .
There my dcnr ! There you have the story of Jnckmnn, a nd J. J 1,ckmnn L irripcr," cries the
my Legacy in full, and it's worth ten times the Young Rogue giving me n close hug. "Very
trouble I have spent upon it if you are pleased well then Godfather. L ook here. As G ran is
to like it.
in the Legacy way just now, I shall make these
You might snppose thnt it set ns against the stories a part of Gran's Lci:ncy. I'll lenl'0 'cm
little French town of Sens, but no we didn't to her. \Vhnt do you say Godfather?"
find I.hat. [ found myself that I never looked
"Hip hip Hurrah !" says the Major.
up at the high tower atop of the other tower, but
"Very wclJ then" cries Jemmy nil in a busthe dnys came back again when that fair young tic. "Yirn the Militnry English! Vive the
crcetur with he1· pretty bright hair trusted in me Lady Lirripcr ! Vive the Jemmy Jackman
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Ditto! Vive the L egacy ! Now, you look out,
Grnn. And vou look out, Godfather. 1'11 read!
And I'll tell.you what I'll do besides. On the
last njght of our holiday here when we are all
packed and going away, I'll top "P with something of my own."
"Mind you do sir" says I.
"Don't yon be afraid, Gran" cries Young
Sparkles. "Now then! I'm going to read.
Once, twice, three and away. Open your mouths
and shut your eyes, and see what Fortune sends
you. All in to begin. L ook out Gran. Look
out Godfather!"
So in bis lively spirits J emmy began a reading, and he read every evening while we were
there, and sometimes we were about it late
enough to have a candle burning quite steady
out in tl1e balcony in the still air. And so
here is the rest of my L egacy my dear that I
now lrnnd over to you in this bundle of papers
all in 1 he Major's plain round writing. I wish
I could hand yon the church towers oi-er too,
and the pleasant air nnd the inn yard noel the
pigeons often coming and perching on tlte rnil
by Jemmy nod seeming to be critical with their
hcadsim one side, but you'll take as you find . ..

II.
A PAST I.ODOER RELATES A WILD STORY OF A

DOCTOR.

I );TA VE lived in a common-place way, Major,
in common-place times, and sh ould have mighty
little to tell of my own life and adventures ( if
1 were put to i t) that would be likely to 'interest
irny one sa1•e myself. But I hnve a sto1·y by me
that shall be yours if you please. Of this story
I have only to say a. very few words. My father had the manuscript of it in bis possession
as long as I cnn remember, nnd be once allowed
me, when I began to approach years of discretion, to read it. I t was given to him by a very
old friend, whom I dimly remember nbout our
l1onse when I was a boy-a French gentleman
of obliging manners, nod with a melancholy
smile. He fades out of the memory of my
youthful days very early, and I chiefly remember him because my father told me that he had
rnceived this manuscript from him, nod that in
parting with it the French gentleman had said:
"Ah ! few people would believe what went Oil
nt thnt time ill F rance, but here's a specimen.
I don't expect you to believe it., mind!"
\Vhen the time came for examining my deceased father's papers, this paper turned up
nmong the rest. I put it aside, bei ng immersed
in businc..<s matters ,it the time, nnd only cnmc
upon it yesterday, in tbese. very lodgings, in the
course of a pe riodicnl rummage among a grent
box of papers from my bankers in the Strand
hard by. The periodical rummage came to an
end directly, and, with tbc zest n aturally derived
from a sense that I onght to be doing something
else, I rend over every word of the mannscript.
I t is faded nnd yello,,·, ns you see; and it is
odd, as you shall heirr. Thus it goes :
It is pretty well known that as the eighteenth
centnry drew towards it,~ close, and as the moment approached when the mighty cbnnge
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wl,icb had been long threatening, wns actually
about to tnke place- it is well known, I say,
that we I>arisians had got into a conilition of
milld which was abont as bnd as bad couJd be.
Luxurious, used "P, we had for the most part
lost all sense of enjoyment ; while ns to any
feeling of clnty-Heaven help us! there wns little enough of that. What did we believe of
man's responsibility? W c were here to enjoy
ourselrns if wo could; if we could n ot- why,
there was a remedy.
I t was just one of those states of things which
all thinking men were able to see could not possibly last long. A great shock roust be nt
hand, such men said: a constitution so utterly
denu1gecl must pass through some serious attack before it would be likely to get better.
That "serious attack" came, and tho great
French Revolution in augurated n new condition
of affairs. What I have to relate, however, has
nothjng to do with the 1·evolntion, but took
pince some few years before that grene convulsion shook the world, and another era began.
It is not to be supposed thnt men who held
the opinions, nnd led tlie lives of the better
class of P arisians at that time, were happy.
Indeed, n frank open-hearted man, who wn:.
tolerably contqnt with the world as he fonnd it,
nnd wns able and willing to enjoy himself in it.,
would have been looked upon with contempt
by the more enlightened (and miserable) sort,
nnd would have been regarded ns a man de..
ficient alike in intellect and " ton." 'l'hero
were few enough of such, howe,;_fr, and the
representatives of tl1e morbid cldlf had it all
their- own wny. Of course nmong these it wns
not likely tlint an ai:ency so well enlc11lrtted to
help them out of their difficnltics as suicide
should be neglected, and it is not too much to
say that the sacrifices offered up at that terrible
sln·iuc were beyond all limits of ordinary proportion. It was such a resource to foll back
upon, such a quick way out of the diflicuhy !
Was money short? \Vas a wifo troublesome,
or a mistress obdurate? \Vns there n course of
east wind setting iJ,? Were pleasures l)leasurcs
no longer, while pain was still paill? Was life,
for any reason, not worth hnvini;: : was it a bore,
a penance, a hell upon earth? Here was the
remedy at hand-get rid of it. As to what lny
beyond -pooh ! one must tHke his chance.
Perhaps there was notl1ing. Perhaps there were
the Elysian Fields, with endless earthly gratifications, nod sempiternal yonth and freshness,
to make them enjoyable. '' L et us be off with
all speecl," said the wea1-y ones; "who will
help ns on our way?"
lielpei·s were not wantin~. There were cunning poisons which would dispose of you in a
twinkling, and lot yon know nothing nbont it.
There were baths and lancets, and ,inybody
could seat himself in a warm bath and open one
of his own vcius nnd die with decency. Then
thore were pistols, beautiful little toys nil inlaid
with silver and mother-of-pearl, and with your
own arms let into the butt, nod your coronet,
if you happened-which was very likely-to be
a mnrqui~. And was there n ot cl1arconl ? The
sleep said to be produced by its fumes wns of the
soundest-no dreams-no waking. But then
you must he sure to stop up all the chinks, or
you might happen to inhale a breath of air, and
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so find yow-self back among the east winds and
creditors, and the rest of tile ills of We, with
only a congestion of the head fo1· your pnius.
.All the various modes by which our poor little
spark of life may be quenched, wcrn in rnguo a t
thnt time, bµt there was one particular method
of doing the terrible business which wa:s more
fashionable than the rest, and of which it is my
special business to treat.
There wns a certain handsome street in Paris,
and in the Faubourg St. Germain, in which
tl1ere lived a certain learned and accomplished
Doctor. We will call this learned man Dr.
Bertrand. He was a man of striking and rather
agreeable appearance, with a fine portly figure,
and a handsome and strikingly int-elligent face;
llis age was somewhere between forty and fifty;
bnt there was one characteristic about his countenance, which every one who came in contact
with him must hMc felt, tl1ougl1 not nil would
have been able to explniu what it was that affected them. Eis eyes were dead. They nel"er
changed, and they rarely moved. The rest of
his face was as mobile as the faces of othe1· pe0plc in the average, but not so with the eyes.
Tl,ey were of a dull leaden colour, and they actually seemed dead: the idei, being further carTied out by t,he lh>id and unwholesome tints of
the skin 11rouud those organs. Judged from its
l1ues, the skin might have mortified.
Dr. Bertrand, in spite of his dead eyes, was a
personage of cheerful, almost gay, manners, aml
of an unmryiog and amazing politeness. Nothing ever put l1iro out. ffi was also a man sur:.
l'Onndcd by impenetrable mystery. It wn.s impossible to get at him, or to brenk down the barriers ,vhich his politeness erected around him.
Dr. Bertrnnd had mnde many discoYeries by
which the scientific wo!']d had profited, Ile was
n rich man, and bis pecuniary me,111s had increased btely in a marked degree. '£he Doctor
made no secret of bis resources; it was part of
his nature to enjoy lmrnry and splendour, and
he li,·ecl in both. Flis house, an hot,;! of moderate size in the Rue Mauconseil, enclosed in a
cou1·t -yard of its own, filled with shrubs and
flowers, was a model of taste. His dining-room
especially was the realised ideal of what such an
apartment should be. Pictures, beautiful pictures-not pieces of wall fnrniture-decorated
the walls, aud thC$0 were lighted up at night in
the most artful manner by lamps of enormous
power. The floor was padded with the most
splendid Persian carpets, the curtains and chairs
were of the finest Utrecht velvet, and, in a conservatory outside, always heated to the most lnxmious point, a foantain played perpetually: the
light t.rickliug of its water making music in the
beautiful place.
And well mi6ht Dr. Bertrand have so perfect
a dining-room in his honse. To gb·e dinners
wns a great part of Dr. Bertrand's business. In
certain circles those dinners were highly celebrated, but they were nlways talked about nuder
the rose. It was whispered that their splendom·
was fabulous; that the dishes and tlic wines
reached a point of perfection absolutely unknown elsewhere; that the guests were waited
upon by serrnnt,; who knew their business,
which is ~aying much; that they dined seated
upon velvet fautenils, and ate from golden
plates; and it was said, mo1·cover, that Dr.
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Bertrand entered into the spirit of the times,
that be was a mighty nnd ex perienced chemist,
and that it was an understood thing that Dr.
Bertrand's guests did not feel life to be all thov
could wisl1, and had no .desire to survive tl1c
night which succeeded their acceptance of his
graceful hospitality.
Strange and int.olerable imputation ! Who
could live under it? The Doctor could, apparently. For he not only lived but throve and
prospered under it.
It was a delicate and dainty way of getting
out of the difficulties of life, this provided by
Dr. Bertrand. Yon dined in a style of unwonted luxury, and you enjoyed excellent company,
the Doctor himself the very best of company.
Yon felt no tmeasiness or pain, for the Doctor
kue,v his business better than that; you went
home feeling a little drowsy pcrhaps,just enough
so to make your bed seem delightful; you went
off to sleep instantly- the Doctor knew to a
minute how to time it all-and you woke up in
the Elvsian F ields. At least that was where
you expected to wake up. That, by-the-by, was
the only part of tl1e programme which the Doctor could not make sure of.
Now, thero arril"c<l at Dr. Bertrnnd's house
one morning a lotter from a young gentleman
named De Clerml, itl which an application was
made, that the writer might be aHowed to partake of tbe Doctor's hospitality next day. '£his
was the usual form observed, and (as was also
usual) a very handsome foe accompanied the
letter. A polite answer was i-eturncd in due
time, enclosing a card of invitation for the following day, and intimating how much the Doctor looked forward to the pleasure of making
Monsieur de Clen·al's ncqunintance.
A dull miny day at the end of Novemb~r
was not a day calculated to reconcile to life
any one previously disapproving of the same.
Ernrything was dripping. 'I'he trees in the
Champs Elysees, the caves of tbe sentry-boxes,
the umbrellas of those who were provided with
tl1ose luxuries, the hats of those who were not;
nil were d1·ipping. Indeed, dripping was so entirely a characteristic of the day, that the Doctor, with that fine tact and knowledge of human nature which distinguished him, had, in nrranging the m•ening programme, i:,:i,•en orders
that tl1e conservatory fountain should be stopped,
lest it should affect the spirits of his guests.
Dr. Bertrnnd wns always very particular that the
spirits of his guests should not be damped.
Alfred de Clcn·al was something of an exception to the Doctor's usual class of visitors.
In his case it was not ennui, not weariness of
life, nor a longing for sensation, that made him
one of the Doer.or's guests. It was a mixture of
pique and vexation, with a 1·eal conviction that
what he lrnd set his heart upon, ns alone capable
of bringing him happiness, was out of his reach.
Ile was of a rash impetuous nature, he bclieYed
that all his chance of happiness was gone for life,
and he determined to quit life. Two great causes
ordinarily brought grist to Dr. Bertrand's mill;
money troubles, and love troubles. De Clerval's
difficulties were of the latter description. He
was in a fcvei· of love and jealousy. He was,
and had been for some time, the devoted lover
of Mademoiselle Therese de Fnrcllcs: a noted
beauty of that day. All had gone smoothly for
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a time, until a certnin Vicomte do Noel, a cousin of me lady's, appeared upon the scone, and
' Alfred de Clerval becoming jealous, certain unpleasant scenes ensued, .and finally a serious
quarrel: Mademoiselle de Farelles belonging to
that class of persons who are too proud to clear
themselves from a false imputntion when they
might otherwise yery easily do so. Throughout,
De Clerval had never once seen the Vicomte;
indeed, the principal intercourse between this
last and Mademoiselle de Farelles had been by
letter, and it was 1iartly this correspondence
which had brought the quarrel about.
When De Clerval entered the salon of Dr.
Bertrand where the guests were assembled before dinner, l,c found himself one of eight or
ten persons, all about, like himself, to gather
ronnd tho Doctor's table, with intentions of a
desperate kind. Pbysiognomically they belonged to all manner of types, some being fat
in the face, some thin in the face, some florid in
the face, and some very pale in the face. In
one reSJJect alone there was a similarity among
them; t,h cy all wore a sort of fixed impregnable
expression wl1ich was intended to be, and to a
certain extent was, unfathomable.
It has been said that there was eYery sort of
person in this assembly. Here wns, for instance,
a fat man with a countenance naturally jovial,
plethoric, in want of a little doctoring no doubt,
too much of a "bon ,•ivant" assnredly, but why
on earth here now? If he bad come in the
morning to consult the Doctor on his dii;:estion,
one could understand ; but what does he do here
now? That man knows that to-morrow morning it will be proclnimed to the world that he is
ruined, and an impostor. His affairs will collapse, like a house made of cards, and be who
has an especial affection for social importance,
and who bas hitherto enjoyed a good position
nmong his fellows, knows that ho would oeYer
·oo able to show bis face again. True to his
sociability and lorn of compnoy, to the last, he
comes to make an end in good society. Surely
no other system but Dr. Bertrand's would ever
have met the ,·iews of this unhappy specnlator.
Honour then to Dr. Bertrand ! who pro,ides every class of persons with the means of suicide.
Here, again, is an individnal of another de-scription altogether. A dark thin close-shaved
mnn, who has the fixed nnfnthomnblc eiqiression
more developed than nll the others. This morning his ,·alet knocked at his door, and brought
him a letter directed to Monsienr, which the lillc
de chnmbrc had fonnd on Madame's dressingtnble. Madame herself wns not in the room,
there was only the letter lying before the looking-glass. Monsieur read it, and he is here dining with Dr. Bertrand, and bis face is deadly
white, and he does not speak a word.
Such guests ns these and De Clcrvnl were of
an exceptional character. The right man in
the right place was a tall faded young man,
whom .Alfred obscn·ed leaning against the chimney-piece, too languid to sit, stand, or recline,
and so driven to lean. He had a handsome
countenance as far as ~ymmetry of feature and
proportion went, but the expression was terrible:
so blank, so wcnry, so hopeless, tlmt one really
nhnost felt that his coming there to dine with
Dr. Bertrnnd wns the l>J:,st thing he could do.
He was splendidly dressed, and the rnlue of his

waistcoat buttons and studs seemed to prove
that it wns not povei't:y which liad brought him
there: just as the utter vapidity and blaukncss
of his weary face seemed to indicate that he was
incapable of such a strength of love as would
drive him to this last resource. No, this wns 11
case of ennui: hopeless, final, terrible. Some
of his friends bnd dined with Dr. Bertrand, and
it seemed to have answered, as they never bored
him, again. Ile thought he would try it-, so here
he was come to dinner. Others were there, like
this one. Jiien who had already outlived themselves, so to speak-outlfred their bettor selves
-their belief, their health, their natural human
interest jn the things that happen beneath the
sun-men wl1ose l1earts had gone to the grave
long ago, and whose bodies were now to follow.
"'We do not go throngh the ceremony of introduction in these little reunions ofonrs," whispered the Doctor in De Clcrvnl's ear; "we nre
all supposed to know cnch other." This was
after the serYant lrnd solemnly annonnced dinner, and when the {:(nests and their entertainers
were passing to the salle-llemnnl(er.
The room looked charming. Tbe Doctor had
not only caused the fountains to be stopped, but
had even, to increase the comfort of the scene,
directed thn.t the gi-cnt Yelvet curtains shouhl be
drn.wn over the entrance to the conserrntory.
'£he logs blazed upon the hearth, and the table
was covered with glittering candles. For the
Doctor well know the effect of these, nnd J1ow
they add to the gniety of every scene into which
they are intl'odnccd. •
'l'he guests nil took their places round that
dt·eadful bonrd, and perhaps at that momentalways a chilly one, under the circnmsrnncesa serious sense of what they were doing forced
iL5elf upon some of them. Certninly Alfred de
Clen·nl shuddered as be sat down to table, and
certain good thoughts made a struggle t.o gain
possession of his miocl. But the die was cnst.
He had come to thnt pince with nn intent known
to evcrybod.v present, and he must go through
with the intent. He thonght., tQo, t.11nt he caught
the Docto,'s eye fixed uppn hi;n. Ile must be a
man-a MAN,
Tlte poctor seemed 11 little nnxions at about
this period of the entertainment, and now and
then would sign impntiently to the serv!'mts to
do their work swiftly. And so tl1e oysters went
round, and then some light wino. It wns Chllteau Yquem. The Doctor's wine was matchless.
Dr. Bertrand seemed resolved that there sl1ould
be no pauses in the conversation, 1rnd tore himself to tatters-though apparently enjoying himself extremely-in order to keep it going nt this
time. There was one horrible circnmst,nnce connected with tl1e flagging talk. No one aJludod
to the future. Nobody spoke of to-morrow. It
would have been indelicate in t,he l1ost; in the
guests it would have been folly.
"On such a day as this," remarked the Doetor, addressing a distinguished looking spectn)
at the other end of the table, you will hnve
missed your drive in the Bois, M. le Baron?"
"No," replied the person addressecl, "I was
there in the afternoon for two hours."
"But tl1e fog-could you see?"
"1 had runners before me with torches. I
had the idea. that it might prove interesting."
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"And wns it?" inquired another spectral
personngo, looking up suddenly : as if he rnther
t'egretted having committed himself to the Doctor's hospitality before trying this new e:xpel'imcnt. "~Vas it interesting?"
"Not in the remotest degree," replied the
Baron, in an extinguished sort of voice, and to
the other's evident satisfaction. "It was impossible to go beyond a foot-pace, nothing but a
grey mist was to be seen on all sides, tlic ho1'Scs
were bewildered and had to be led. In short,
it . was an e.xpel'ience to make a man commit
sui--;'
"Allow me strongly to l'Ccommcnd this salmi," cried the Doctor, in a lond voice. "My
chef is particularly good at it." The Baron
had go: upon an awkward tack, and it was
necessary to intenupt him. Dr. Ilertrand well
knew l1ow difficult it was on these occasions to
keep that honid word, which the Baron lrn.d so
11Ml'ly spoken, out of the conversation. E verybody tried to avoid it., but it would come
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snid a little man als the end of th~ t.iole, who had
not yet spoken. Alld he ate no more cniTy.
Alfred de Clerval was, in spite of his sorrows,
so far alive to 31] that was going on around him
as to miss partaking of some of D r. Bertrand's
f,worite d ishes. He had also entered into convcrsntion with one of his next neighbours. On
his left was the commercial man, whose exposure was to take place next day; and this gentlemnn, naLurally a bou vinrnt, was making the
most of his time, and committing fearful havoc
on the Doctor's dishes and wine. On the right
of De Clerval was a gentleman 1-•l1om Alfred
had not observed until they were seated together
at table, but he was a remarkable looking man.
They talked at first of indifferent matters, or of
what went on around them. They got on t0gether, as the sayiog goes. Men arc not very
particular in fot·ming acq1rnintances when their
duration is Jikcly to be short, and so w h()0 the
wine had circulated for some time-and every
man there partook of it fiercely-these two had
up.
got to speak freely, for men who were but friends
"For my part, I spent the day at the Louvre,'' of an ho11r.
said a little man with a green complexion, and
"You arc a young man," said the stranger,
all his features out of drawing. He was a gen- after a pause, during which he had observed De
tleman ,vho had hitherto been entirely unsuc- Cler,·al closely; "you nre a young man to be
cessful in putting an end to himself. He had dining with D r. Bc1·trand."
been twice cut down, and once sewn up when
"The Doctor's hospitality is, I suspect, suited
he had had the misfortune to miss Jiis jugular at times to ·persons of all ages," replied Alfrecl.
by the eighth of an inch. He had been' saved " I was going to acid, and of both sexes. How
from drowning by ii passing friend, whom be is it, by-tbc-by, that there are uo ladies among
hated e,•er afterwards. Ile had charcoaled him- the Doctor's guests?"
self, forgetting to stop up the key-Hole; and he
" I suppose he won't have them," retorted tho
had jumped out of window, just in time to be other, with bitterness; "and he is right I They
caught by a passing manure-cart. " I spent the would be going into hysterics in the middle of
dny at the Loune," remarked this unfortunate dinner, and disorgani~ing the Doctor's arrangegentleman; "the effect of the fog upon some ments, as they do disorder e,·cry sys1em of
of the pictures w:1s terrible."
which they form a part, cYen to the great world
"Dear me!" said the gentleman who had be- itself."
fore regretted haYing missed the Bois in a fog,
"Trne enough," thongl1t Alfred to himself.
and who on the whole seemed to ha,·e co,ue to "This man hns suffered as I have, from being
the Doctor's prematurely; " I should like to fool enough to put his happiness in a woman's
h:ive seen that very much, very much indeed. keeping."
I ,1·onder if there will be a fog to-to-- "
De Clcrval stole a look at him. He w11s a
"To-morrow," he was going to say. The man considerably his own senior. He was a
Doctor thought the moment a propitious one for very tall mau, ancl had something of that languid
sending round the champagne; and e,-en in this a iz· in all his movements which often belongs to
assembly it did its usual work, and the buzz of height. His face was deeply marked for his
talk followed as it circulated.
age, but there was a very kind and merciful ex"This poulet," said the Doclol', "is a dish on pression on it, and, though he looked weary and
which we pride ourseh-es rathel'." It was cu- perhaps indolent, his wns not by any means a.
r ious tbat the Doctor's guests always had a dis- blase countenance. Ho looked like a man who
position to avoid those dishes which he 1·ccom- has goodness in hiw, but instincth·ely and quite
mended the most strongly. They knew why independent of any influence wrought by princithey were come, and that was all very welJ ; but ple. A good nature, k ind generous and l1onthere was something treacherous in 1·ecommend- otunble, w11s there; bnt the man bad no rudder
ing things. But the D octor was np to this. H e or compass to steer by. It was a fine new veshnd given enough of these entertainments to en- sel adl'ift.
able him to observe how regular this shyness was
I n his own terrible position one would sny
in its action, and so he thus paved the way for that snch an one could have no leisure to think
the next dish, which was always the dish he of anything else. A man 11nder such circumwanted bis guests to partake of, :111d which they stances m ight be excused for n little egotism,
did partake of almost invariably. The next might be expected to be nbsorbed in himself and
d isl1 in this case was a new one, a '' curry a bis own n·onblcs ; but it was not so with this
l'Anglaiso," and almost everybody rnshed at it strnngcr. H is eye wandered from time to time
headlong. T he dish was a no,·elty even in En- round the table, and e,,idcutly liis mind was
gland then, nnd in France wholly unknown. largely occupied with speculations as to what
T he Doctor smiled as he raised the champagne the rest of Dr. B ei·trand's patients were sufferto his lips. "•rhere is a fine tonic quality about ing under. "How curious it, would be," be at,
these English curries," he remarked.
length remarked to De Clerval, "if we could
".And tonics always disagree with my head," know what is ,uniss with e:1rh one of the guests
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assembled here. Thel'e is n little mnn opposite,
for in~t1111cc, who bns not spoken once; see, he is
,niting in a f1trti,-e manner in bis pocl:ct-bookwriting, perhaps, to some one who will he sorry
to-morrow to hear whnt hns happened. What
on cnrth brought /,i111 here? One would have
expected that he would hnve died somewhere in
a corner nlonc. P erhaps he was afn1id. T here,
ngnin, is a mnn who, to all appearance, is worn
out with illness. A 6xed pnin, perhnps, which
is never 10 he better, nnd ~vhich l,e cnn-or will
- bear no longer. One wonld bnve thought
that he would have rcmninecl at homo. But we
ull seem nfraitl to die in solitude, nnd the Doctor makes CYerything so very pleasant. Listen:
here is n new surprise for us."
Dr. Bertrdnd was nn energetic person, and a
man of rcsourco. Not only had be, in consideration of the fo,:i and the rnin, caused the fountafa to be stopped, and the cu,·tains to be drawn
o,·er tho entrance to the conser\'ntory, but he
hntl arranged that some musicians ghould be
placod where the flowers used to show, in order
that a novel nir oflu~ury might be given to this
particular festh al. Nor were these common
musiciunR, whose performance might have infused gloom l'nther than cheerfulness into t he
assembly. The D octor had caused performers
of choice ability to be selected, and their music
now s1olc gently on the senses of the guests, and
produced nn elfoct that was infinitely agreeable.
" How well this man understands his busi11es.•," remarked D e Clervsl to his neighbour.
"There i; something almost great about him."
T here i,; nothing thnt mrics more in its effect
upon us th,m mu~ic; according to the circumst:111ces nntlor "hich we hear it, it will, to n great
extent, prol'C either s1imnl:11i11g or snd<lcuing;
st ill more, of course, doc's the elfoctdopcnd upon
the music selected. ln this c:.,c, with the talk
nlrcntly started, with the "ine circulating incessantly, with lights floshing in all directions, the
effect of the music was exciting in the extreme.
Antl then it had been selected with no common
skill. lt was not touch ing music, sucl1 as makes
one think; but it was made np of n selection of
,-igorons gnllant tunes thnt seemed 10 stir the
blood in the \'eins, nn<l rather agitate the ncr.-cs
than soothe them.
The music was an CXJ>Criment which Dr. B ertrnnd had not tried before, nod ho watched the
effect of it carefully.
De Clerval and his neighbour were silent for
n time, partly because they were listening to the
music, nnd also bccnuS<', for the moment, it w::i~
difficult 10 hear one nnorher. The Doctor's
guests were noisy enough now. Tho wine-the
good winc-wns doing its wol'k, ond loosening
the tied-up tongues. Wl111t talk it wos ! Talk
of the gnmin~-tablc, and the night rc,·cl. The
horrid infidelity of tho time brayed out by throats
through which no word of prayer or song of
praise hnd pnsscd since the days of earliest childhood.
De Clerrnl and h is ncigl1bour wcro pursuing
their conversation, when tho nttention of both
was suddenly d rawn to the opposite side of the
t:1ble.
Behind the Doctor's chair there nlwn.ys stood
a middlc-nged man whose bnsincss it wns to rcm11in st,11ionury in thnt pine~, and 10 keep a steady
eye UJJOn c,·cry one nt tnble, in order that the
0

very 6rst sign of anything going wrong with 11
guc,t might be insumtly obsernid nml acted on.
'l'he D octor's calculntions were generally most
accurate; still he was human, and occasionally
some peculiarity of constitution on the part of
one of hls patients would defeat him. Or they
might partake of certain dishes in continuous
succession, some ono or two only of which tho
Doctor lrnd intended to be eaten consccuth·elv.
In ~hort, nnpleasnnt things would take place
cnsionnlly, and so this special officer was in attcndnnce.
'l' bis individual suddenly bent down and drew
his master's attention to a gentleman seated nt
the other end of rhe•tuble, o,·cr whom there hnd
gathered a certain strange rigidity of figure and
face. He hnd dropped his fork, nnd now snt
bolt upright in his chair, staring straight before
him with a fixity of gaze and a drop of the lower jaw which Dr. Bertrand understood perfectly
well.
"Peste~" 6llid the Doctor. "TI ow cantankerous some cxccprioual cous1itu1ions a re l One
never knows where to ba,-c them. You must
not lose a second ; call in the others nnd remoq~
him. Ile is of an epileptic constitution. Lose
not n moment."
'l'hc familiar di~nppcnred for an instant, nnd
returned, aC<'ompnnied by four noiseless men,
who followed him swiftly to the end of the tnhlc
where I he wretched ,:(UCSt wns sentcd. He lrnll
nlrcudy begun to shriek aloutl, while his fcntnr,s
were distorted horribly, nnd the foam wns gntherini;t on his liJ>S.
"Oh, my life I" he screamed. "My lost life!
Gh·c it me-I must ha,·e it- a lonn-it was onlv
n lonn ! I ba,·c frittered it nwny. I wont It
hnck. Only 1\ Jitrlo of it., then ; n ,•cry Huie
wonld be somctliing. Ah, it is this man !" T ho
Doctor was n enr him now, nnd the epileptic
mndc a furious allcmpt to get at him. "This
man lui.s got my life, my misspent life-it is i;oing-going from me nt bis will-my life-my
lost-" The miserable creature was o,·erpowerccl nncl fainting, nnd the four noiseless men cnrried him awny. Rtill, ns they bore him through
the door, he lifted up his l'Oice ngoin, and cried
nlond for bis youth-his lost youth-and Mid he
won Id use it differclltly if they would give it back
to him.
Tliev could henr his screams for some time
urter 1hn1, even in the Doctor's padded and muffled house. The incident was horrible, and produced n state of excitement in the other gue~ts.
The noise and upronr which followed this terrible
occurrence were hellish ; every body was up in
artns nt once, nnd it wns upon tho Doctor him.elf thnt nil the indignation fell. Whnt did 110
menn by it? He was nu im])Ostor. They had
been brought there under false pretences. They
hod understood ll,nt what was done in rbat establishment wn.-donc decently. done efl'ectunlly,
done with a consideration for the feelings of tho
,:iuests, done in a gentleman like mnnncr. TierQ
they were, on tho contrary, subjected to n sceno
which was horrible, disgusting, n thing or the
ho<pitals, a horror!
The Doctor bowed before this stonn of invectives. Re was deeply, abjectly, misernblc nt
what had occurred : such n thing was rarc--rnro
in the extreme. '!'here were p~oplc with constitutions tbnt defied llll calculation; people who
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diil not know how to li>'e, nor even how t o - noticing the interruption, "I cam~ to the conwell, he couhl only express liis profound regret. clusion that, could J ally her destiny with mine,
Would they do him the favour to taste this new there wns a new life and a happy one yet in
wine just brought up? It was Lafitte of a cele- store for me. I believed that I should be able
brated yenr, and the Doctor drained off a b11mp- to shake off my old vile garments, get rid of my
er, by way of setting a good example. It was old bad habits, and-begin again. What a vision
soon followed by the already half-drunken guests, came up before me of a life in which SHE should
and the noise and uproar became worse than ever. lead me and help me, be my guide along a good
"Did yot1 observe what that gentleman par- way better known to her than to me! I determtook of?" asked Dr. Bertrand of his familiar. ined to make the cast, and that my life should
"The gentleman who has j ust made a scene, I depend on the issue of the throw. I t wns only
mean?"
yesterday that the cast was made-and the con"By unlucky chance," was the reply, "he par- sequence is, that--thnt I am here."
took in succession of throo of your most powcrAlfrecl was silent; a strange feeling of pity
fuJJy seasoned dishes. I was thinking-but- it is cnmc over him for this man. I n spite of his
not for me to speak--"
own trouble there seemed to be a corner in bis
"Yes, yes, it is. 'What were you thinking?" heart that was sorry yet for his nciglibour.
"I was thinking, monsieur, whether it was
"At that tenible interview," tl1e stranger
judicious to put thr~e preparations of such great went on, " I forced · the truth from her. Thestrength next to each other."
rese was not a demonstrative woman. There
"Quite true, quite true," answered the Doe- was a fund of reserve about her which kept. her
tor. " I will make a note of the case."
from showing herself to every ouc. lt wns a
Mcanwhile,De Clerva) and his neighbour had fault., and so was her pride, the besetting sin of
fallen again into com·ersation. There seemed those who have never fallen."
about the stranger something like an interest
From the moment when the name of Therese
in J1is companion. It appeared as if he still had been melllioned, the attention of Alfred had
thought this dining-room of the Doctor's no been drawn with increased fixity to the narraplace for so young a man.
tiva to wJ,ich he was listening. It was with
"If I am too young to be here," said De greedincss that he now caught at every word
Clerval, "ought not you, who arc of maturer which followed.
years, to be too wise?" ·
"I forced the truth from her. I believe sae
"No," rnplied the other ; "I ha'l'e reasoned spoke it the less unwillingly because it was her
the thing out, and have thought well and care- wish to save me from any delusion in the mat-fully of wh at I am doing. I had one last chance ter, and mercifully to deprive me of liope which
of happiness after many missed or thrown away; could never have any real fotmdation. I bethe chance bas failed me; there is nothing in sought her to tell me, in the name ot Heaven's
store; there is nothing possible now thnt would truth, wns there one in the world more favoured
g ive me the least satisfaction. The world is of -one who possessed the place in her hanrt
no use to me, an<l I am of no use in the world. " which I had sought to oacupy? She hesitated,
There was a pause. Perhaps De Clerval felt but I pressed her hard and wrung it from her.
that under the circumstances there was little Yes, there was one: one who held her heart
room for argument; pcrha))S he perceived that, for ever. I was greedy, I would know all: bis
to reason against a course which he was himself name: his condition. And I did. I got to know
pursuing, and yet which he felt unaccountably it nil-the history of their love-the name of my
inclined to reason against, was preposterous- at rival."
any rate he was silent and the stranger went on:
"And what wns it?" asked Alfred, in a voice
"lt is curious, with regard to certain of ona's that seemed to hirqself like that of another man.
relatives, how we lose sight of them for a time,
"Alfred de Clerval."
a very long time even, and tl1en some circumAlfred sprung to his feet, and looked towards
stance brings one into contact with them, and the Doctor. "She Jovas me," he gasped, « and
the intereonrse becomes intimate and frequent. I am lie,·e !"
It was so with me and my cousin. I had not
The sadden mova of De Clerval attrncted nll
seen her for years. I had been much away from attention. "Ah! another!" tbe guests yelled
Paris dming those years-in Russia, at Vienna, 011t. "Another who does not know how to beand elsewhere-engaged in diplomntic service. have himself. Another who is going to scream
I n all the wild dissipntions to be fouud at the at us and drive us mad, and die before our very
different courts to which l was attached, I en- faces P,
gaged with the most dissipated; and when I
·'No, no!" cried Alfred. "No, no! not die,
lately returned to Paris I believed myself to be hnt live! I must Jive. All is changed, and I
a totally exhausted man, for whom a ve1·itable call upon this Doctor here to save me."
emotion was henceforth out of the qnestion.
" How do you mean that ' all is changed i'' "
B ut I was mistaken."
whispered the mnn whose narration had brought
"l'here is nothing," remarked Alfred, "that all this about. "Changed by what I ha-re said?"
men arc more frcq11ently mistaken about."
The noise was so great that De Clervnl could
"\Veil! I was so at any rate," continued the not for the moment answer. The self-doomed
stranger. "After a lapse of many years I met 1vretches 1·ound the table seemed to feel a horrimy cousin again, and found in her qualities so ble jenlonsy at the ide~ of an escitpe. Even the
irresistible, so unlike any I had met with in tho Doctor sought in vain to restore order now.
world, such freshness and truth- -"
"Ah, the renegade," cried the guests, " the
"There are such women on earth,'' inter- coward! He is afraid. He has thought better
rupted De ClerYal.
of it! Impostor, what did he ever come among
"In a word," continued the other, without us for !''
3
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"Hold! gentlemen," cried Alfred, in a voice
that made the gh1sses ring; "I nm neither
coward nor renegade. I came here to die, because I wished to die. And now I wish to live
-not from caprice nor fear, but because the circumstances which made me wish to die are
changed; because I have learnt the truth but
this moment, learnt it in this room, learnt it at
this table, learnt it of this gentleman."
"Tell me," said the stranger, no,v seizing him
by the nrm, "what had my story to do with all
this? Unless-unless-"
"Monsieur le Vicomte de Noel," replied the
other, "I am Alfred de C!erval, and the story
you told me was of Therese cleFarclles. Judge
whether I am anxious to live or not."
A frightful convulsion passed over the features of the Vicomte de Noel, and he fell• back in
his chair.
Meanwhile the uproar continued among Dr.
Bertrand's guests.
" We a ck nowledge nothing," one of the maddened wretches cried, "as a reason for breaking
faith with Death. We are all bis votaries. We
come together in good fellowship to do him honour. Hurrah for Death! Herc is a fellow who
would turn infidel to our religion. A rnnegnde,
I sny again, and what should be the fate of renegades!"
"Follow me without a moment's delay,"
whispered a voice in Alfred's ear. "You are in
the greatest danger."
I t was the Doctor's familiar spirit who spoke.
Alfred turned to follow him. Then be hesitated,
and, hastily leaning down, said these words in
De Noel's ears :
"For Heaven's sake don't let your life be
sacrificed in this horrib1e way. Follow me, I
entreat you."
"Too late! It is over," gasped the dying
man. He seemed to make an ineffectual effort
to say more, and then he i;prend h is arms out
on the table, and his head fell heavily upon them.
"Yon will be too late in another instant," said
the Doctor's servant, seizing Alfred hastily by
the arm. As De Clerval passed through the
side.door which the man opened, such a rush
was made towards the place as plain Jy showed
what a narrow escape he had had. 'fhe servant,
however, locked and bolted the door in time,
and those poor half-poisoned and half-drunken
wretches were foiled in their purpose.
And now, that escape effected, aud the excitement of the provious moment at an end, a strange
weakness and giddiness came over De Clerval,
and he sunk upon a large sofa to which he had
mechanically found his way. The room was a
large one, and dimly lighted by a simple lamp,
shaded, which stood upon a bureau or escritoire
nearly large enough to occupy one end of the
room and covered with papers, bottles, surgical instruments, nod other medical lumber. The room
was filled with snch matters, and it opened into
another and a smaller apartment, in which were
crucibles, a furnace, many chemical preparations, and a bath which could be heated at the
shortest notice.
"The Doctor will be here himself immediately," said the familiar, approaching De Clcn •al
with a glass, in which was some compound
which he bnd hastily mixed ; "meantime, be
bade me give you this."

De Clcrval swnllowed the mixture, and the
attendant left the room. No doubt there was
work enough for him elsewhere. Beforn leaving, l1owcver, he told Alfred that be must by all
means keep awake.
In compliance with these instructions, and
feeling an unwonted drowsiness creeping over
him, De Clcrval proceeded t,o walk up and down
the room. He wa.~ not himself. He would
stop, almost without knowing it, in thei middle
of his promenade, become unconscious for a
moment, then would be suddenly nnd violently
ronsed by finding that his balance was going,
and once he did fall. But!be sprang up instantly, feeling that his life depended on it. He set
himself mental tasks, tasks of memory, e'r he
would tt-y to convince himself that he was in
possession of bis faculties by reasoning as to
where be was, what circumstances had occurred,
and the like. "I am in Dr.-Dr.-study," he
would say to himself. "I know all about itwaiting to see-waiting, mfod, to see-I am
waiting-Dr.- -" He was foiling into a state
of insensibility in spite of all his efforts, when
Dr. Bertrnnd, whose approach he had not heard,
stood there before him. The sight of the Doctor
roused him.
"Doctor, cnn you save me?"
"First, I must ask you n qllestion," replied
the Doctor. "It is about one of the dishes at
table - now recollect yourself. The ' Curry a
l'Anglaise.' Did you partake of it?"
D e Clerrnl wns silent for a moment, making
a violent effort to collect bis bewildered faculties.
At last he remembered something that decided
him.
''No, I did not. I remember thinking that
an English dish is never good in France, and I
let it pass."
"Then," said Dr. Bertrand, " there is good
hope. Follow me into this room."
For a long time Alfred de Clernl's life was
in the greatest danger. Althoui:b be had not
partaken of that one particular dish \vhich Dr.
Bertrand considered it beyond his power to counteract, he had yet swallowed enough that was
poisonous to make his ultimate recovery exceedingly doubtful. Probably no other mnn bot
he who had so nearly caused his death could
have saved his life. But Dr. Bertrand knew
what was wrong-which is not always the case
.with doctors-nnd he also knew how t-0 deal with
that wrong. So, after a long and tedious illnei,s
and convalescence, Alf,>ed so far recovered as to
be able to drop the Doctor's acquaintance, which
he wns very anxious to do, nncl to take adl'antage
of the information he hnd gained from the unfortunate Vicomte de Noel
Whether Mademoiselle de Farelles was able
to pardon the crime her lover had so nearly committed, in consideration of the fact that it was
Jove for her which had led him on to attempt it,
I don't know; but my belief is that she did pardon it.
For Dr. Bertrand, his career was a short one.
The practices by which he wns amassing a large
fortune were not loug in corning to the knowledge of the police authorities, nnd in due time
it wns determined by those who had the power
to carry out their conclusions, tbnt \t would be
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even though fifteen of the best years of my life
may have been lost, and I am willing to devote
myself to any worthy occupation. Meantime, I
am anxious to see yon and yours. A long absence from home and kindred makes one value
the grasp of a friendly lrnnd. I shall not wait
• for your reply to this, but go down to Kent the
day after to-morrow, arriYing, I belieYe, about
dinner-rime. You see I am making myself asIII.
sured of your welcome for a few weeks, rill I
ANOTHER PAST LODGER RELATES ms EXPEJn- have time to look about me.
ENCE AS A FOOR RELATION.
" I remain, dear George,
TIIE evening was raw and there was snow on
"Your old friend and cousin,
the streets, genuine London snow, half-thawed,
"GuY RtrrLAND."
and trodden, and defiled with mud. I 1·emembered it well, that snow, though it was fifteen
I folded this missive and placed it in its envelyears since I bad last seen its cheerless face. ope. "I shall find out, once for all, what they
'!'here it Jay, in the same old ruts, and spreading are made of," I said, complacently, as I wrote
the same old snares on the side-paths. Only a the address, " George Rutland, Esq., Rutland
few hours arriYed from South America via South- Hall, Kent."
ampton, I sat in my room at Morley's Hotel,
It was about seven on a frosty evening wbcn
Cbaring Cross, and looked gloomily out at ihe I arrived at the imposing entrance of Rutland
fountains, walked up and down the floor discon. Hall. No Cousin George came rushing out to
tentedly, and fiercely tried my best to feel glad meet me. "Of course not," I thoup;ht; "I run
that I was a wanderer no toore, and that I had unused to their formal manners in this country.
indeed got home at lust.
He is lying in wait for me on the mat inside."
I poked up my fire, and took a long look back- I was admitted by a solemn person as qufotly
ward upon my past life, through the embers. I and mechanically as though my restoration to
remembered how my childhood had been embit- home and kindred were a thing that had haptered by dependence, how my rich and respect- pened regularly in his presence every day since
able uncle, whose ruling passion was vain-glory, his birth. He ushered me into a grand hall,
had looked on my existence as a nuisance, not but no •mat supported the impatient feet of tl1e
so much because he was obliged to open his purse dignified master of the house. "Ah!" said I,
to pay for my clothing and education, as because "e\·en this, perhaps, were scarcely etiquette. No
that, when a man, he thought I could reflect no doubt he stands chafing on the drawing-room
credit upon his name. I remembered how in hearth-rug, and I baYe little enough time to
those days I bad a soul for the beautiful, and a mnke myself pl'esentable before dinner." So,
certain almost womanish tenderness of heart, resigning myself to Ctl'cumstances, I meekly folwhich by dint of much sneering lmd been suc- lowed a guide who volunteered to conduct me
cessfully extracted from me. I remembered my to the chamber assigned to my especial use. I
uncle's unconcca.led relief at my determination had to travel a considerable distance before I
to go abroad and seek my fortune, the cold good- reached it. "Dear me!" I rema1·ked to myself
by of my only cousin, the lonely bitter farewell when I did reach it, "I had expected to find the
to England hardly sweetened by the impatient rooms in such a houso more elegantly appointed
hopes that consumed rather than cheered me- than this!"
I made my toilette, and agnin submitting mythe hopes of nrune and gold, won by my own
exertions, with (vhich I should yet wring from self to my guide, was eomroyed to the drawingthose who despised me the worthless respect room door. All the way down stairs I had been
conning pleasant speeches with which to greet
which they denied me now.
Sitting tlrnre at the fire, I rang the beH, and my kinsfolk. I am not a brilliant person, but I
the waiter came to me: an old man whose face sometimes succeed in pleasing when I try, and
I remembered. I asked him some questions. on this occasion I had the desire to do my best.
The drawing-room door was at the distant end
Yes, he knew Mr. George Rutland; recollected
that many years ago he used to stay at Morley's of the hall, and my arrival had been so very
when he came to London. The old gentleman quiet, that I conceived my expectant entertainhad always stayed there. But Mr. George was ers could hardly be aware of my presence in the
too grand for Morley's now. The family al- house. I thought I should give them a surprise.
ways came to town in the spring, but, at this 'l'he door opened and closed upon me, leaving
season, "Rutland Hall, Kent," would be pretty mo within the room. I looked around me, and
saw- ,farkness there, and nothing more.
sure to be their address.
Ah, yes, but there was something more! There
H nving obtained all the information I desired,
was a blazing fire which sent eddying swirls of
I began forthwith to write a letter:
light through the shadows, and right in the blush
"Dear George,-! dare say you will be as of its warmth a little figure was lounging in an
much surprised to see my handwriting as you easy-chair. Tho little figure was a girl of appawou1d to behold an apparition. from the dead. rently abont fifteen or sixteen years of age, dressHowever, you know I was always a ne'er-do-well, ed in a short shabby black frock, who was eYiand I have not had the grace to die yet. I am deutly spoiling her eyes by reading by the fireashamed not to be ablo to announce myself as light. She lay with her head thrown back, a
having returned home with my fortune made; mass of fair curly hair being thus tossed over
but mishaps will follow the most hard-working the velvet cnshion on which it rested, while she
and well-meaning. I nm still a young man, held her book aloft to catch the ligbt. She was
for the good of the Doctor's health that the remainder of his life should be passed in the neighbourhood of Cayenne, where, if be chose, he
might give dinners to such of the convicts as
could bo most easily spared by government.
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luxuriating in her solitude, and little dreaming
of interruption.
She was so absorbed in her book, the door had
opened aml closed so noiselessly, and the room
was so large, that I was obliged to make a souml
to engage her attention. She started violently
then, and looked up with a nervous fearfulness
in her face. She dropped her book, sat upright,
and put out lier band, eagerly grasping a thing I
bad not noticed before, and which leaned against
the chair - a crutch. She then got up leaning
on it and stood before me. The poor little thing
was lame, and had two cruti;i)es by her.
I introduced myself, aud he1· fear seemed to
subside. She asked me to sit down, with a prim
little assumption of at-home-ness, whicl1 did not
sit upon her with ease. She picked up her book
and laid it on her lap; . she produced a net from
the l'<Y.lesses of her chair, and "~th a blush gatl1ercd up the curls and tucked them into its meshes. Then she snt quiet, but kept ber hand upon
her crutches, as if she was 1·eady at a moment's
notice to limp away across the cnrpet, and leave
me to my own resources.
"Thomson thought there was nobody in the
room," she said, as if anxious to account for
her own presence there. " I always stay in the
nursery, except sometimes when tlJ!lY all go Qut
and I get this room to myse!f:<Then I like to
rend here."
,
·
"Mr. Rutland is not.at. home?" I said.
"No, they are nll out;ijining."
"L~deed ! Your papa, perhaps, did not get
my letter?"
She blushed crimson.
"I am not a Miss Rutbnd," she snid. "My
name is Tcecie R,iy. I am an orphan. My
father was a friend of 1\fr. Rutland, nud he takes
care of me for charity."
The last word was pronounced with a certain
controlled quiver of the lip. B11t she went on.
" I don't know about the letter, hut I heard a
gentleman was expected. I ilid not think it
could be to-ojght, though, as they all went ont."
"A reasonable conclusion to come to," I
thonght) nnd thereupon began musing on the
eagerness of welcome displayed by my affectionate Cousin George. If I were the gentleman expected, they must hM·e received my letter, and
in it were folly set for t.h the day and hour of my
prnposed nrrirnl. ''.Ah! George, my 'dear fellow," I said, "you are not'a'whit changed!"
Arriving at this conclusion, I raised my glance,
and met, full, the observant gaze of u pair of
large shrewd grey eyes. My little hostess for
the t-ime being was regnrding me with such a
cnrionsly legible ex pression on her face, that I
could not but read it and be amused. It said
'pininly : "I know more about you tlrnn you
.tbink, nncl I pity you. You come berc with expectations which will not be fulfilled. There is
much mortification in store for you. I wonder
y!lu came here at all. If I wern once well outside these gates I should ne,•er limp inside them
ngnin. If I knew a rond out into the world you
come from, I would set out bravely on my crutches. No, not even for the sake of a stolen l1our
like this, in a velvet chair, would I remain here."
Ilow any one glance could say all this was a
riddle; b11t it did say all tl1is. 'l'he language
of the face wns ns simµle t.o me as though every
word hnd been translated i nto my ear. P erhaps
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a certain internal light, kindled long ngo, beforo
this little orphan was born, or George Rutland
had become owner of Rutland Hall, assisted me
in deciJ>hedng so much information so readily.
However that may be, certain things before surmised became assured facts in my mind, and a
quaint bond of sympathy became at once established beLween me and my compaojoo.
"Miss Ray," I sahl, "what do yon think of a
man who, h,1ving. been abroad for fifteen years,
has the impudence to come home without a sliilling in h is pocket? Ought he not to be stoned
alive?"
"I tho11ght how it was," said she, shaking
her head, and looking up witlt another of her
shvewd glances. "I knew it, when they put
you into such n bad bedroom. They are keeping all the good rooms for the p<1ople who arc
coming next week. The house will be full for
Cbristmns. It won't do," she added, meditatively.
" What won't do?" I said.
"Your not Jia,<ing a shilling in your pocket.
They'll sneer at you for it, and lbe servants will
find it out. I hnve a guinea that old Lady
Thornton gave me on my birthday, and if you
would take the loari of it I should be very glad.
I don't want it at all; and you could pay me back
when you arc better off.:'
She said this with such business-like gravity,
that I felt obliged to control my inclination to
lnngh. She had evidently taken me under lier
protection. H er keen little wits foresaw snares
and difficulties besetting my steps during my
stay nt Rutland HalJ, to which my newer eyes,
she imagined, must he ignorantly blind. I
looked at her with amusement, as she sat there
seriously considering my financial interests. I
bad a fancy to humour this quaint conficlential
relation thnt bad sprnng up so spon taneously between us. I said grnrnly :
"I am very m u<:h obliged to yon for your
offer, and will gladly take ad,,antage of it. Do
you happen to have the guinea at hand?"
She seized her crutches, and li mped quickly
out of \he room. Presently she returned " ,;t11 a
litt1e bon-bou box, which she placed in my hand.
Opening it, I found one guinea, Wl"l;J)ped up
carefully in silver paper.
" I ,,ish it l,ad been more!" she said, wistfu 1ly, as I coolly trruisferrcd it to my pocket, box
nnd all. "But I so seldom get money !"
At this moment the solemn person who hnd
escorted me hither and thither bcforn announced
that mv dinner was served.
On
return to the drawing-room, I found,
to my intense disappointmem, that my beneficent
bird.had flown. Teecie Ray had limped off to
the nursery.

my

Next morning, nt breakfast, I w11s introduced
to the family. I found t.hem, on the who!<',
pretty much what I bad expected. My Cousin
George had developed into a pompous portly
paterfamilias; and, fn spite of his cool professions of pleasure, wns evidently Yery sorry to
see me. The llfammn Rutland just countenanced me, i11 a manner the most frigidly polite. The grown-up young ladies treated me
with the most well-brecl negligence. Unless I
had been very obtuse indeed, I could sc,i,rcely
ha,·c foiled to perceive the place OpJlointcd for
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me in Rutland Hall. I was expected to sit below the salt. I was that dreadful thiog-a person of no import.ancc. George amused himself
with me for a few days, displaying to me his various flue possessions, and then, on the arrival
of grander guests, left me to my own resources.
The Misses ~utland endw-ed my escort on their
riding expeditions only till more eligible cavaliers apJJeared. As for the lady of the l1ouse,
her annoynncc at having me quartered indefinitely on her premises, was hardly concc.-iled.
The tmth was, they were new people in the cirele in which they moved, and it did not suit them
to hnve a poor relation coming suddenly among
them, calling them "cousin," and making himself at home in th<l house. For me, l was not
blind, though none of these things did it suit me
to see. I made myself as comfortable as W&s
possible under the circumstances, took every
sneer and sm1b in excellent part, and was as
amiable and satisfied on all occasions as though
I believed myself to be the most cherished inmate of the household. That this meann~s of
mine should provoke their contempt, I had hardly a right to complain of. Nor did I. I accepted this like the rest of their hospitality, and
smiled contentedly ns the days went on. The
gloom 'l\•bich had oppressed m<l on my first ar1·ival in England had all betaken itself away.
How could I feel otherivise tlran supremely happy at finding myself thus surrounded by my kind
relations, thus generously entertained under theit'
hospitable roof?
As I fo1md that the guests at Rnlland Hall
enjoyed a C!)rtnin freedom in their choice of
amusements, and the disposal of their time, I
speedily availed myself of this privilege. I selected my own associates, and I entertained myself as pleased me best. Not finding myself
always welcomed in the drawing-room, I contrived, by a series of the most dexterous artifices, to gain the free entree of the nursery. In
this nursery were growing up some fi"e or six
younger branches of the Rntland family. After
a certain hour in the day none of the elders ever
thought of invading its remote precincts. Five
o'clock in the evening was the children's tea
hour, and the plcnsautest, I thought, in the
twenty-four. N1trse was a staid womnn, who
knew how to app,·ecinte a little present now
and again, and to keep her own counsel on the
subject. T he childrnn were not plcasnnt children; they were unmly mischie1·ous little wrctd1es. They conceived a sort of affection for me,
because I sometimes brought to the nursery sundry purchases made during solitary 1·ides; picture-books, tops, dolls, or sweetmeats, procured
by means of Teecie Ray's guinea.. I suggested
as much to Teecie one evening as she sat by,
watching tho distribution, and she nodded her
bead in sage satisfaction. She thought that I
economised my substance very well. It covered
a great many small extravagances, that guinea
did.
Wlu1tever might be my position at Rutland
Hall, Teecie Ray's was simply intolerable. A
spirit less bra1·e must have been cowed and broken by it : a nature less delicate must have been
blunted and made coarser. The servants openly neglected her, the children used her us thoy
pleased; wreaked their humours on hill', sparing neither blow nor taunt in their passions, and
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demnndiug from her at nil times what-01·er sen ·ice h suited their capricious fancy to need.
Nurse, the only one who ever showed a grain
of consideration for the orphan, would sometimes shield her from their impish attacks, when
she could do so with safety to herself; but she
wns not permitted to deal with those darlings in
the only fashion which would have been at all
likely to bring them to reason. As for the elders of the house, Teccie Ray's momentary presence, or the mere mention of her name, was sufficient tO ruffle their peace of mind. "What is
to be done with Lhat girl?" I beard Mrs. Rutland remark to one of ·her daughters. "If she
were not lame, one might set her to earn her
bread in some way; but, ns it is--" A shrug
of the shottlders, and a certain ,·iaegar-like expression of countenance, which this lady knew
how to assume, sufficiently developed the idea
thus imperfectly expressed.
And how did Teccie Ray meet all this ? She
did not complain nor rebel, she did not snlk nor
fret.. Under that well-worn black frock of her~
she carried a little breastplate of sober dctcrm,
ined endurance. When sorely tried, there was
never any cowardly submission to be seen in her
grave little face, neither was there m•er in her
manner or words either reproQ.cl1 or rcmc nstrance. She simply endured. Her lnrge Jln,tient eyes and mute wise mouth seemed to say,
"Whatever I suffer, whatever I long to dare,
gratitude shackles my limbs, and seals my lips.
I am saved from many things ; therefore I am
dumb.''
TM second time I met my little benefactress,
was a day or two after our first interview in the
drawing-room. I came upon her, one afternoon
by chance, limping down a hedge lane which
lay to the back of the house, away beyond the
gardens, and the kitchen gardens, and the pleas.
ure-gl'Ounds. This lane, I fonnd, led to a large
meadow, and beyond the me&dow there was a
wooded hill, and far down at the distant side of
the hill there was a river. This was Teecic Ray's
favourite ramble, and her one avenue of escape
from the torments of the nursery. I immediately began poming forth a legion of perplexing
tro11bles and difficulties, to all of which she listened with perfect creduUty, expressing her sympathy as I went along by an expressh-e nod of
the head, or a shrewd swift glance. Then she
gave me her wise little counsel when all was
t.old, and went home, I belic1•e, pondering on my
case.
As the days passed, and my relations became
more and more involved in their winter gaieties,
I found myself more and more throwu upon my
own resources for amusement. Occasionally I
was included in an invitation, and accepted it ;
but in general I preferred indulging my fancy
for keeping aloof from those who were little
charmed with my company. A system of the
most unblushing bribery had won for me a warm
welcome from the savage tribes in the nursery.
Many and many an ernning found me walking
down that hedged lane in the frosty dnsk, with
Tcecie Ray limping by my side, and talking her
grave simple little talk. I had always some
fresh puzzle to pl'OpOS<l to her, ancl she was always ready to k"'llit her smooth bro11•s over its
solution. Once she stopped short, and struck
her littlu crutches on the snow.
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"Yououghttogoawayfromherennil.work," l cared? Nurse vowed it was a shnme, and
she cried. "0, if I could!"
showed niore kindness than usual to the prisons
A certain Sir H:arry arrived at Rutland Hall; 1er, but I will not venture to decide how mnch of
I wiU not trouble myself to think of his second this tenderness wns owing to the odd crown.
name; it is not worth remembering. He was a pieces which found their way from my band to
wealthy bachelor of high family,-aud his move- hers-all out of tho guinea, of course? O yes,
meats were watched with interest by the lady all out of the guinea. And there was another
of the house. This Sir Hany had a fancy fo1· friend who sometimes expressed an interest in
smoking his cigar in the hedged lane, and on Teecie Ray's existence. This was that Lady
more than one occasion he encountered my lit- Thornton, whoso bounty had indirectly furnished
tie benefactress limping on her solitary way, me with pocket-money during my stay nt Rutand stared at the pretty fresh face under her old land Hall. The favour of thii; olcl lady I had
black hat, till it blushed with uncomfortable brill• done my best t-0 win. She was a nice comfortinnce. Toocie changed her track like a hunted able old lady, and I liked her. It happened that
hare, but Sir Harry scented her out, and annoy- she called one day during Teccie Ray's imprisoned her with his fulsome compliments. The mat- ment, to invite tlie Rutlands and their visitors,
ter reached Mrs. Rutland's ears, and sho vented great and small, young and old, to a party to be
lier chagrin on the defenceless little girl. I given nt her house, a few miles distant.. I
kno,v not what SOITY accusations and reproach- chanced to be alone in the drnwing-room when
es she bestowed upon her during a long private she anived, and I seized the opportunity to tell
lecture ; but, tbat evening when, nt the children's her the story of Teecic's crutches.
tea-hour, I entered the nursery door with a new·
"A bad boy!'' she said. "A bad, malicious
ball in my hand for Jack(thc youngest and least boy! She must get new crutches before my
objectionable of the band), I saw Teecic Ray's party."
face grievously clouded for the first time. It
"Of course she must," I said, Yery heartily.
was flushed nud swollen wilh passionate crying,
The old lady threw back her head, raising her
I d o not intend to commit to paper certain re- fat chin in a pecnliar sort of wny, and looking at
marks which I made sotto voce on beholding, me direct through her spectacles. ·
"Indeed!" she said. ".Pray, young man,
this disfigurement.
"Come, come, Teecie," I said, while nurse what particular interest do you take in Teecie
was busy quelling a disturbance which b,id aris- Ray?"
en because "Cousin Guy" had not brought
1 smiled. "Oh, Teecie and I are e.'tcellent
something to every one else 11s well as Jack; friends," I said.
"where is all your philosophy, little mother?
"Teecie and you!" she repeated. "Pray,
Yon need never preacli to me again, if you set are you aware that Miss Uay is eighteen years
me such a bad example."
of age?"
Teecie said neYer a word, but stared on into
"Is she, indeed? I know nothing about tho
the fire. This wound bad cut deep. Sir Harry, ages of little girls."
and Mrs. Rutland, of Rutland Hall, at that me"But Teecie is not a little girl, Mr. Guy
meat I should have dearly loved to knock your Rutland. Teecie Ray is a woman, I tell you!"
two good-for-nothing beads together!
Teecie Ray n woman ! I could not help
"Teecie," I said, "you have one friend, at laughing. What, my little benefactress, my litany rate, even if lie be not a very grand one." tie mother! I am afrnid I scaudalised Lady
She gave one of her quaint cxpressh'e little Thornton on that occasion by my utter scorn of
nods. Translated, it meant: " I understand all her proposition. Christina Rutland swept into
tbat, but I can.not talk just now." By-and-by, the room at this crisis, and r,elieved me in my dif.
however, she brightened np, and went to the ta- ficulty. But often afterwards during that day
ble to claim her share of tea and thick bread- I laughed when I tboug:ht of Lady Thornton's
and-butter, and I began to mend a bow belong- viece of informntion. Teccie Ray a woman ?
ing to Tom. Tom was one of the leaders of the Preposterous I
unruly tribes, a regular savage chieftain.
One morning, when it wanted bnt a week of
E1·0 two day's more l1ad passed I felt strongly
i nclined to e.ercise the horsewhip on this young the party, a curious event occurred. The heads
gentleman's shoulders. Tom, one fine morning, of the l1ouse met in consultation on the matter,
was seized with an impish inspiration to play a in the libral'J, before breakfast. An' extraorditrick upon Tcecie. Stealing her cmtches, he nary Thing had arri\'ed from London at Rutwalked about the nm-sery mimicking ber poor land Hall. The Thing was u large wooden case,
little limp, and then marching off with thorn, directed to Tcecio Ray. On being eagerly openheedless of her entreaties to haYe them restored, ed, it was found to contain a pair of crutches.
And such a pair of crntches ! Light and symcunied tl,em in triumph out of doors, and
smashed them in pieces with a hatchet. Teccie metrical, and fanciful, works of art in their way.
sat helpless in the din and riot of that ill-con- Tortoiseshell stems with siJYer mountings of exditioned nursery. Bright bracing days came quisite workmanship, c1tpped with dainty little
and found her a prisoner, looking with longing cushions of embroidered velvet. Tbundereyes through the window-panes, out m·er the stl'iCken were the elders of tho house. "·who
beautiful country Innes. Tom saw her patience could have done this thing?" was on every lip.
with the most audacious indifference. But why Who, indeed ? Who outside of Rutland Hall
talk about Tom? I could not help believing, J1ad ever heard of Teecie Ray ? These crutches
nor do I ever intend to l1elp believing, that older were costly affairs. I knew the conclusion they
beads than Tom'~ plotted the cnfol caging of came to, one and all. They pitched on Sir
Harry as the culprit. It was a thorn in their
that bonnie bird.
The bird drooped on its perch ; but who side, and I rubbed my hands in glee.
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Hnving considered the question in their dism1ty, they decided that Teecie should be kept
in ignorance of her mysterious present. It was
not fit for her to use, it would fill lier mind with
absurd ideas. .And so, in spite of the arrival of
her beautiful new crutd1es, poor Teecie still sat
helpless in the nursery. 'fhe wooden case nnd
its contents were hidden away, and no word was
spoken of their existence.
I waited a few days to see if the elders would
relent, but to no purpose. The bird still pined
on its perch. No kindly hand seemed likely to
open the cage door nnd let it fly. There sat
Teecie, day after day, in her nursery chair, hemmini; aprons for nurse, or darning the children's
stockings, looKing longingly out of the window,
and growing pale for want of fresh nir. Still
never rebelling, never complaining. Meantime
the stir of Christmas prepnral.ion was agitating
all the bouseholJ, and the children were foll of
rapture at the prospect of Lady •rhornton's
Christmas party. There wns great excitement
in the nursery about pretty new dresses, wonderfol fussing about ribbons, nod muslins, and fripperies. Teecie alone sat silent in her shabby
frock. By-and-by, her hands were foll, bowing
up sashes, sewing on tuckers, stitching rosettes
on shoes. She was a nimble little workwoman,
and they kept her bub-y. Seeing how well a
lapful of bright ribbons became her, I thought it
a pity she should not have a gay dress as well
as the rest.
Nobody said, "Teecie, what will you wear?"
nor even, "Teecie, are not you invited too?"
No one seemed to expect for a moment that
T eecie could wish to be merry with tl1e rest.
How could she go, she who was lame and had
no crutches?
I t happened thnt I had an errand to the nearest town. It was rather late when, on my return, I called at the best millinery establishment
in the place, and asked for a parcel.
Yes, the parcel was ready. A large fiat box.
'' Would the gentleman like to see the lady's
pretty dress?" '£be box was opened, and a
cloud of some airy fabric shaken out under my
eyes. I cannot, of course, describe it, but it
was something wl1ite, very pure nnd transparent, with_ somethi!1g else of pink just blushing
thrnugh 1t. It was very tasteful, I pronounced,
trying to look wise. 'l'here was only one fault:
"Did it not seem rather Jong for a little girl ?"
I asked, remembering the figure it was to adorn,
with its short skirt just coming to the top of the
boots, so well worn and mended.
"Oh, sir," said the milliner, with dignity,
"you said the young lncly was eighteen years
of a&,e, nnd of l)ourse we haYe given her a flowing skirt!''
It was late in the evening when I reached
home. Two merry carria!(e-fulls were just departing from the door as I drove up. A few
minutes afterwards I was in the nursery with
the milliner's parcel in my hands. There sat
dear little Cinderella, resting one flushed cheek
on her hand, and contemplating the litter of
scraps of ribbon, fragments of lace, scissors,
flowers, and reels of cotton, which lay scattered
around her. She had hnd a toilsome tiresome
clay, and now they had got all they wanted of
her, ancl had left her to her solitude.
A flash of pleasure sprang to her face when
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she saw me. "Oh ! I thought yon had gone
with the rest," she said.
"No," said I, "I have not gone yet, but I
am going presently. I came for you."
"For me!" she echoed in dismay. "You
know I could not ·go. I have no dress, even if
I could walk."
"A friend has sent you a dress," I said, "and
I will undertake to prnvide the crutches. Nurse,
will you. please to tnke this box, and get Miss
Teecie ready as quickly as possible. The carriage is waiting for us iit the door."
1'eecie flushed very red at first, and I thought
she was going to burst out crying, and then she
turned pale, nud looked frightened. Nurse, to
whom I had slipped a munificent Cbristmasbox, immediately fell into raptures over the
pretty dress.
"Come, Teecie," I said, "make hnste!" .And,
trembling between dread imd delight-, Teccic suffered herself to be cnnied off lo her toilette.
By the time I returned from nu exploring expedition, with the wonderful silver-and-tortoiseshell crnt.c hes under my .-rm, Teecie was ready.
Teecie wns ready. Those three simple litfle
words mean so mucl1 that I feel I mast stop and
try to translate them into nil they are bouncl to
conYey. They do not mean that Teecio, the
child whom I was wont to cnll my little benefactress, my little mother, harl got on a nice
new frock, and was equipped for a juvenile
party like other childt·en. J!nt they mean that
there, when I eame back, stood a benutifnl girl
by the nursery fire, in a fair sweeping blushcoloured l'Obe. Wl1en she turned her bead, I
saw that the sweet face framed in its cltildlike
curls wns the same, but still the old Teecie Ray
was gone, and here was (peccavi Ludy 1'hornton !) a lovely woman.
We were all three ludicrously amnzed at the
sudden metamorphose that had taken place.
Teecie was too simple not to show that she felt
the change in herself, felt it keenly, \Vith a
strange delight and a strange shyness. Nurse
bad so long been accustomed to use her as a
child that she stood bewildered. .As for me, I
was first frightened at what I had clone, then
enchanted, then foolishly awkward, and almost
as shy ns Teecie herself.
When I presented the crutches, nurse looked
at me as though I must be some prince iu disguise, out of the Arabian Nights. It was with
a curious feeling that I saw Teecie try them,
not limping now, rather gliding over the nursery
floor, with the little velvet cushions bidden away
nmidstclonds of lace and muslin under her l'Ound
white shoulders, and the ait·y masses of the fresh
tinted gown just cmsbed back a little by the
gleaming silver staves. I don't know why it
was that I thought at that moment, with a certain rapture, of a guinea in a little bon-bon box,
that lay below in the one shabby portmantenu
which I had thonght proper to bring with me
to Rutland Hall!
Our equipage awnited ns. I t was too late
now to withdraw from what I hacl undertaken.
Teecie ancl I were soon dashing over the snowy
roads to Lady Thornton's. I will not attempt
to describe the remainder of tbiit memorable
evening, or the sensation caused by our arrival ;
the wonder and morti6catiou of my kincl rQlations ; or the mingled pleasure and displeasure
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of the hostess, who, while delighted to see her
little favourit.e, took occasion to whisper angrily
in my ear, "And pray, sir, how is all this to
end?"
The scene was all nc,v and delightful to
Teecie, but her dread of Mrs. Rutland's portentous frown would not let her enjoy it. We
both felt that a storm would burst over our
heads that night, and we were not wrong.
None of tl1e family from Rutland Hall t-0ok the
least notice of us. When the time came for
going home, they went off in their two car1·ingcs, and Teecie nnd I drove home as we had
come. When we arrived, we found Cousin
George and his wife waiting for us in the library, armed to the teeth. I saw it• was to be war
and no quarter. l'tlrs. Rutland took Teecie into
her clutches, and carried her off, and·I was left
with George. I need not repeat all that passed
between us.
"Sir," he said, "we ha,·e suffered y01u insolent intrusion long enough. You leave this
l1ouse to-morrow morning.''
"Co11sin George," I said, "don't put yourself
in a passion. I will go.to-morrow morning, but
upon one condition-that Teecie Ray may come
with me, if she will."
He looked at me perfectly aghast. "Do yon
know," he said, "that she is a penniless friendless orphan, whom I have sheltered through
charity?"
"I want to make her my wife," I said, sternly, "if, indeed, I be so fortunate ns to have won
her affections."
"And after that," he said, with a sneer, "how
do you propose to live? Upon air, or your
friends?"
"Not upon you, George Rutland," I said,
looking him steadily in the eyes. "Miuk me.
I have tried you out. I have sifted you, all in
~hi~ house, like a handful of wheat. I found
you all chaff, but tho one golden grain which
lies on my palm. I will keep it and treasure it,
if I mny. God grant I may!"
"Vcry fine," said George, "very fine. Remember, however, that from this moment I wash
my hands of you both: you, Guy Rutland, and
her, Teecie Bay."
" A men!'' I said, and bode him good night,
and turned on my heel and left 1lim.
Earl} next morning I knocked at the nursery
door, aod begged of nurse to awake Miss Teccic,
and ask her to speak with me in the garden. 1
then went out to ·w ait for her. It was Christmas
morning, the day of peace and good will. What
I felt was scarcely peace, as I looked over the
calm landscape. And yet I bore no ill will to
any man or woman.
Teecie came to me by-and-by; j ust t11e same
old Teccie, limping over the frosty path in her
short shabby frock, and looking hnlf ashamed of
her grand new crutches. I felt relieved when I
saw her so. I was shy of the dainty lady whom
I had called into existence the night before.
And yet when I looked more closely, I k new
that t.his was not quite the old Teecic, and that
the very same 'l'eecie of a day ago never, nernr,
could come back. Something was altered.
Whether the change was in her or me, or in
both of us, I did not inquire. The change was
not an unpleasant one.
We strolled out of the garden, and into the

lane, and we talked earnestlv all the way. On
our way back I said:
•
"And you're not afraid of starving with me,
Teecic? You'll take the risk?"
One of her old nods was Teccic's answer. ·
," Go and fetch your hat, tben," said I, "aud
we won't even wait for breakfast. Don't b1ing
anything else with you, not a shred. I ha,·e
still some halfpence left-oat of the guinea, you
know-and we'll get all we wnnt."
T cecie fetched her hat and returned, and we
set off together. An hour afterwards wc were
man and wife. We said our prayers side by
side in the church, and then we walked back to
R utland Hall, to say good-by to our kinsfolk. I
believe they all thought me mad, and her a little fool ;-at least until Cousin George received
the cheque, which I sent him ne:-<t day; a cheque
to cover the expenses incurred by him through
his charity to Teecie Ray. Then they began to
wonder, and to waYer. I l.ook my wife abroad,
and showed her the world. Time and cm·e
cured her of her lameness. It was not surprising that on her return to England her kinsfolk
should scarcely recognise hcr- Tcccie Rutlaild,
nee Ray-walking without crutehes, :md the
wife of a millionnairo I H,\lf a bride-cake conciliated . L ady Thornton, and the wonderful
guinea is still in my possession. I call it Teecie's
dower. Tbe crntches, the donor of which I beg
to assure you, major, was 1101 Sir Harry, are also
presen •ed as family curiosities.

IV.
ANOTRER P.AS'I' LODGER RELATES WdAT LOT llE
DREW AT GLUMP:En BOOSE.

IF the dietary at Doctor Glumper's could not
be pronounced purely Spnrtnn in its principles,
it wns simply that the Spartan st0mnch-wcll
disciplined !IS we know it to have been-would
have rernlted at such treatment. Salames demnnded other stamina than coqld be supplied
by the washings of a beef-bone. Xerxes wns not
deified under the immediate inspiration of rice.
dumpling.
D octor Glumper's was not much worse, in its
commissariat, my dear 1\fajbr Jackman, thnn
hundreds of other establishments, at which- in
those days- the soils of gentlemen studied and
starved. There was e1Jough to live upon, provided we could h:wc fairly eaten what there teas.
Therein lay the difficulty. Our meals, bad
enough at the beginning of the week, grew gradually worse towards the end : insomuch thnt we
nrrived at the Sabbath, much iu the condition
of a band of yotmg seafarers, who had been cast
away, and were only saved from utter slnrYation
by the opportune arrival of a ship freighted with
roast-beef and Yorkshire pudding.
True, there was a life-boat. It's name, in ow·
case, wns "I:Iannnh's B asket-." Hannah wns
the laundress, and, on Saturday afternoon, after
delivering the linen, regularly made her appearance in the playground, displaying the bottom
of her buck-basket paved with delicacies, carefully selected on the principle of combining the
three grand qualities of sweetness, stickiness, nnd
economv.
E legance aud refinement were little thonght
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of, in those days. The boy who brought a silver
fork would h:ive been simply regarded ns possessed of a jocular turn. As for the spoon and
six towels, which, according to the printed terms
of Glumper House, seemed absolutely essential to
a sound classical education- the spoon found its
way iuto a species of armoury of l\'Irs. Ghtmper's,
formed of tue spoils of the young Philistines, her
pupils, prohibited toys, confiscated literature,
and so forth; while the towels, absorbed in
the genernl republic of that article, passed into
indiscriminate use. Well, we had nothing to
say ngninststeel forks. The meat, peradventure,
might have proved impenious to any less undaunted metal.
Olli' Monday's dinner was boiled leg of mutton. One helping. M.l>re was not. refused; but
the ill-concealed impatienoo with which the application was received, established the custom
of contenting ourselves with what was first supplied. The due reward of this pusillanimity
appeared on the following day, in the form of
half- consumed joint-'> - eold, ghastly, seamed
with red mnrderous streaks, and accompanied
by certain masses of ill-washed cabbage, interesting as an entomological study; but, as a viand,
repulsive by reason of the catcrpi!lni'S, whose
sodden dull-green corpses I have seen lying in
ranks bcsiJe che plates of fastidious feeders.
Three days a week we had •rice-ptidding-a
confection which, by an unfortunate conjuncture
of circumstances, I never eould from infancy endure; but t.he great trial of onr lives, and stomachs, was reserved for Saturday, when we snt
down to whnt was satirically styled a "beefsteak-pie."
l\fe,in and debased must be the spirit of that
bullock who would confess to any share in such
a prodt1ction! Into the composition of that dish
beef entered as largely as the flesh of the unicorn
into pMS-porridge. Tl1e ,•ery wildness of the
rumours that were afloat respecting its actual
origin 1iroved how dark, difficult, and mysterious
was the inquiry. School tradition pointed to
the most grotesque and inha1monio11s elements,
as actually detected in the pie. Substances, in
texture, flavour, and appe:uauce, the reverse of
bovine, had been over and over again deposed
to by the dismayed recipients, who proved their
good faith by preferring famine it&elf to" bcefsteak"-pie. The utter impossibility of identifying the ingredients as having pertained to any
animal recognised by British cooks, was tbe terr ific feature of the case.
w·hatcver was the prevailing element of the
pie, it was supplemented with minor matters,
about which, though they do not appear in any
accepted recipe for tlie dish in question, there
could be no dispute.
Sholto Shillito, for instance, who had the appetite of an ogre, boldly swallowed the portion
assigned him, but quietly and sternly removed to
the side of his plate three fingers and a ligament
of the thumb of an ancient dog-skin glo,,e.
Billy Dnntze discovered and secreted something that was for several halrns preserved in the
school as the leg of a flamingo. At all events,
it was introduced, so labelled, to every new arrh·al, on the very first evening of his sojourn
among us.
George vau Kempen found a pair of snuffers.
Charley Brooksbank 1·cmarked a singular pro-
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tnberance in his portion of pie, and, carefallv
excavating the same, as if it were a l'homician
relic, brought to light something that looked like
the he,td of a doll that had been afflicted wirh
hydrocephalus. On being cut into, it was green.
For the first few weeks of each half-that is,
while our pocket-money held out-we got on
pretty well. Our pocket-money exhausted, starvation stared us in the face.
The present generation may wonder wl1y ,ve
did not try tbe effect of respectful remonstrance.
The times, as I have said, were different the n,
and besides, the present generation didn't personally know Mrs. Glumper. A fearful woman
was Mrs. Glumper. I don't mean that she rn1'ed,
stl'Uck, or demenned herself in any way 11ot ordinarily witnessed in polite society; but I do mean
that she had n cool quiet seorn, n consciousness
ofa putting-down power, as though !ID elephant,
jtist tickling the ground with a foot as big as a
writing-table, were to show how easily and effectually be might, if he pleased, turn that table
upon you.
In addition to this o,·erllearing contempt, Mrs.
GI nm per had a thousand ways of making us uncomfortable, without 1·esorting to overt tyranny;
insomuch that to be "out of favour" with that
excellent lady was regarded as the climax of
school misery.
Not a word have I to say agniust the doctor.
Even then I felt him to be a good man. In remembering his character, I believe him to ha,·e
been one of the best that ever breathed. With
the understanding of a sage, he was as simple as
a child; so simple, thatitwnsmatter of genuine
astonishment tbnt he retained the coat upou his
back; so simple, that the circumstance of his
hnYing espoused Mrs. G. became almost intelligible. For this guileless act,, rumour even supplied the motive. Mrs. Glumper, then !lfas Kit~
tiewinkle, was herself the mistress of an extremely preparatory school, nnd it was in the cowed
and miserable victims of her MnscoYite rule that
the kind doctor read an invitation of the most
pressing kind, to take the mistress under /n's.
The consequence of this union of interests was,
that the establishment, losing its infantine character, flourished up into a school of seventy boys ;
only tlie very smallest of whom were Sltbmitted
to Mrs. Glumper's immcdinto dominion.
Affairs were in thi6 nusntisfsctory posit.ion towards tlie middle of a certain hnlf. It wns precisely the period at which the greatest impecuuiosity usually prevailed. Money wns tighter
than any one could recollect. Hannah's breadstuffs were in a condition of blockade. Could
"shirtings" l1avc been exchanged for eatings,
IIanuah miglit have done ·a brisk business in
turn-downs, but the old lady was too wary for
such traifie.
We held a consultation. The dortm's eow,
which sometimes grazed in the playing-field,
was incidentally present, and by her sleek, contented aspect, excited universal disgust.
"Crib her oilcake I" squeaked a voice from
the outer senatorial circle.
"It is well for the honourable felon on the
back benches," remarked our president, J nek
Rogers, who delighted to gh·e to om· consultations the aspect of a grave debate, "thnt his
skull is beyond puncl1ing.distnnce. If the oilcake, lavished on yonder pampered animal, had
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been ,,ested in tru.stees, to the sole and separate anticipations of any lady, but, possessing, as be

use, notwitlistanding covel'ture, of Mrs. Glnm- did, a grandmother who would, he conceived,

per-1-well, I will go so far as to say this council might havo taken into consideration what bas
fallen from the distinguished thief. But it's
Glumper's, and the pro1iosal of the estimable
crimi1Jal will be received with the contempt it
deser,•es. "
A murmur of approval greeted this speech,
after which snndt·y suggestions were o1fored.
Bu111ed pens (Gus Halfacre remarked) were
edible. Be miglit say, toothsome.
·
"My !cf~ boot is at the senice of the commonwealth," said Frank Lightfoot. "The right,
having been recently repaired and thickened,
and being devoid of a large nail in the sole (of
which I im·itc the state to take heed), I rnscrrn
to myself for the last extremity."
'' Thus extremes 11,-i/l meet," observed the president. "But this is !10 season for jesting. Has
anybody anything to propose?"
"We have always MmTell Robinson," said
Sholto Shillito, gloomily, and with an aspect so
wolfish, that the young gentleman alluded to-a
plump rosy child of eight, who had not yet h ad
time to dwindle-set up a l1owl of terror.
"It ruight-hnmph-yes, it might be polit.ic,''
said the chiiirmau, thoughtfully. "'Twould
touch her home. If Jezebel Glumper lost a
couple, say, of pupils, under the peculiar circumstances glanced at by the honourable senator in
the inky corduroys, she might have some-shall
I say powels ?-for those of the remainder. But
the observation of my honourable friend has suggested to .my mind a course of action which,
though in some respects similar, and promising
the like 1·esult,;, is not open to the same objections. Some fellow must bolt, placing on record
his reasons for that step.''
Jack's proposal, unexpected as it was, met
with considerable favour, the only difficulty being to decide who the fngith•e should be. Bolting from school by no means implied retnrn to
the paternal mansion. Everybody looked inquiringly ,it bis neighbour. No one volunteered.
The chairinan surveyed us with mournful severity.
"There was once," he faltered, "an individual, kno,,•n to yon all (except the fifth class)wcpt over by some-who, on lca111ing that he
might greatly beujlfit certain public property by
jumping into a hole, asked no questions, popped
in, and did it. Has our scl1ool no Curtius?
M nst seventy stomachs languish unsatisfied for
want of a ·single hea1·t? Shillito, you greedy
young beggar, you will go."
Mr. Shillito emphatically invoked benediction
on himself, in the ernnt of his doing anything of
the kiod.
"Percy Pobjoy," said the president, "you are
one at odds with fortune. You arc peonilessworse, for your week's pay, old chap, is impounded for a month. You have sailed into the extreme north of Mrs. Glumper's favour, and arc
likely to mnke it your persistent abode. You
detest rice. You have scruples concerning caterpillru-s. Percival, my friend, three Indies of
eminence, whose names and office aro fully recorded in your cla,;sical dictionary, nnanunoasly
select y,n, as the party to perform this public

prove more than a match for the three D estinies
-and he would throw the Furies in-he must
deny himself the gratification proposed.
"Then," resumed the president, cheerfully,
with the air of having at last secured his man,
"I at once address myself to t.h e distinguished
senator on the inve1ted flower-pot. He who
licked that bully, the miller's boy, in twelve
minutes and a half, will be again our champion.
Joles will go."
Mr. Joles somewhat sullenly failed to perceive
the analogy between pitching into a cheeky
clown, and running awn.y from school. Could
the honourable president detect the smallest indication of verdure in• his (Mr. J.'~) sinister
organ of vision? Such a contingency was, nevertheless, essential to his (:M:r. J. 's) adopting the
course required of him.
Other lionourable senators haYing, when .'.lppealed to, returned answers of a uo less dii;eouraging character, there seemed to be but one
course remaining-that of d1·awillg lots. A resolution to do this was C..'lrried, after some discussion; h being agreed that he on whom tho lot
might fall should decamp on the morrow, and,
having found some secure hicling-placc, write to
one of his schoolmates, or (perhaps preferably)
to his owu friends, declaring tbat the step be l1ad
tak1m was prompted by a reluctance to perish_
of starvation.
'fbe proposed time was subsequently extended
to one week, in ordet· that he wl10 drew the fatal
lot might have time to try the effect of a. touching appeal to his par1;nts or friends, fairly setting
forth the treatment we were experiencing. If
this answered, well and good. If uot, the honourable gentleman ( said our chief) ' ' will cut his
lucky this day se'nnight."
Lots were then solemnly drawn, in the primitive Homeric fashion, e,·ery boy's name-those
of the fifth class excepted-being inscribed in a.
slip of paper, nod flung into a bat There was
a strong fceliug in favour of exempting Jack
Rogers, onr president--the Nestor of the school
-who, being near seventeen, and about to leave,
would, no doubt, have preferred fighting through
the remainder of his term, famish as he might.
But the good fcllO\v flounced at the idea, as
tbongh it had been an insult, and himself cast in
his nnmc.
Carefully following om- classic model, the bat
was then violently shaken. The lotthat., in obedience to a fillip from the Fates, first leaped out
and touched the earth, was to decide the questiou. Two flew out, bnt one of these 1·ested on
the shaker's sleeve. There was a decided disinclination to take 11p the other. It seemed os if
nobody had, until this supreme crisis, fully realised the consequences that might ensue from
thus abandoning at once both home and school.
lliy heart, I confess, stood still for a moment,
as Jack Rogers stood forward and picked up the
paper. Then I foh the blood mount to my
cheeks, as our leader slowly :read, "Charles
Stuart Trelawny."
"Always in luck, Charley!" he continued, ,
lauglring; bot I think ,Jack only int.ended to
keep up my spirits. "Write directly, my boy,"
service. a
he added, in a gnwer tone, "and, tnke my adMr. I'objoy regretted to run counter to the vice, write bang up to the goyernor. Treat it as
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a matter of business.
her word."
I wrote at once:

Mamma is safe to put in

Alns ! for once, our leader was wrong. Not
tbat da.)'., nor the following day, nor any other
day, so long as tlrat establishment snrvived, was
there any departure from the time-(dis)honoured
rules of diet.
It was long before I came into possession of
the state papers actually exch,mged on this occasion. Premising that JtlY fat.her, bnsied with
his other letters, had handed over mine to my
mother, saying, "Do sec to this, my dear," here
they are :
0

"My dear Papa,-! hope yon are quite well.

I ain't. You know I'm not greedy, and not so

foolish as to expect at school such jolly things
as at home. So you must not be angry when
I say what I'm obliged to say, that we can't eat
what Mrs. Glmnpcr says is dinner; and as there's
nothing else but slop and a bit of bread, everybody's starving.
"I remain, your ,lutiful Son,

"C. S.

TRELAWNY.

"P.S. If you don't like to speak to l\Irs.
Ghunper, would you mind asking mamma and
Agnes, with my love, to send me a big loaf of
bread (with Crnst, and, if possible, browned) thnt
might last a week?
"Lieut.-Gen. Trelawny, C.B., K.H.,
Penrbyn Court."

I thought this dispatch sufficiently businesslike, and waited with some anxiety for the resul.t. If papa only knew what depended on his
decision! He ought to put faith in me, for I had
never been untruthful, and had done myself i10
more than justice iu reminding him thnt I was
no glutton.
I t was, I believe, on the fourth day of suspense that a large parcel was brought into the
playground, a crowd of curious and expectant
youths escorting it, and witnessing its delivery.
Small blame to them !
There resided within the limits of that parcel
-for, though mighty, it 7,ad its limits- first, a
beefsteak-pie, not only composed of real beef,
bat enriched with eggs aud minor excellences,
all trembling in a jellied gravy of surpassing savou1·. There was, secondly, a chosen company
of mince-pies, clinging together from sheer richness, in such wise that a ,•ery stoic, if hungry,
might be reluctant t-0 "sever such sweet friends,"
and devour them two at a time.
1'here was 1·evealed, in tho third place, a large
apple turnover : so called, I should surmise, because a boy might tum it o¥er and over, and
back again, and, after all, find himself unable to
determine which looked the more enticing-the
sugary, or the buttery side. And, finally, there
was a cake which I can scarcely repent ha,•ing
characterised, at the moment, as "tremendous!"
There was no letter, but the angury seemed
good. Suell ambassadors as pies aud turnovers
speak with tongues of their own. It was not
intended that we should perish. We should see
the effect of my manly and business-like appeal,
perhaps that very day, in an improved bill of
fare, and a dim.inntion of caterpillars. As to
husbanding our new supplies, such an idea never occurred to any one. Alas, that we could not
alt partake I Lots had to be once more drawn,
and a lucky party of eighteen, with Jack Rogers and myscl~ honorary, ma.de extremely short
work of the pa1·cel.
Shade follows sunshine. There wns no amelioration of the accustomed fare at dinner; but a
decided cloud on Mrs. Glumper's haughty brow
was interpreted fnvotn·ably by Jack-a close obsener of human nature-as evincing her disgust
at the costly reform to which she saw herself
committed.

The Lady Caroline Trelawny to Mrs. Glumpcr.
"Dear Mrs. Glumper,- I trust that the size
of the parcel I forward to my boy will -not aliwm
you. Charley is growing very rapidly, so rapidly, indeed, that his father drew my ntleutioD
to the circumstance, not without some misgiving
that be might outgrow his strength. Yon may
smile at tho anxiety that prompts me to remind
0110 so experienced ns yourself in the care of
youth, that good, clean, and sufticient food is
more than ever necessary to my tall boy. He is
not a dainty boy, and the conditions I have ment.ioned will, I am sure, meet all that ho, or I, on
his belia1f, could desire. With compliments to
Dr. Glnmper, I am, dear Mrs. Glumper, sincerely yours,
"CAROLINE M. TRELA.WJIT."
Mrs. Glumper to the Lady CarolineTrelawuy.
"Dcnr Mndam,-Perhaps the most satisfactory answer I can make to yonr obliging note
will be conveyed in the assurance that Dr. Glum.
per, myself, oar family, and the masters ( except
Monsieur Legourmet,, who insists on providing
his own meals), Jiye invariably with, and as, our
boys; and that, in the matter of food, thero is
neither stint nor compulsion.
" Respectfully yours,
"J&ZEBEL G1.0M1'1m.'"
There was, 1mfortunately, just sufficient colouring of truth in this to satisfy the consciences
of both ladies. They ilid dine, or rather sit
down, with ns, and being helped first to the titbits, accompanied with hot gravy and et creteras,
at their own cross-table, got on pretty well. As
for the good old doctor, be was tbe roost innocent of accomplices in promoting our starvation.
He simply did as •his wife decreed, caring nothing for himself, and would have starved with
his boys witho1it a murmur.
After it becnme apparent that our move hnd'
failed, all, before tho arrival of the fatal day,
passed with me like a curious dream. I felt as
if I no longer belonged to the school, hardly to
myself, and though no verbal reference was made
to my impending disappearance, I saw that no
one had forgotten it. Significant were the facts,
that Percy Pobjoy, who had owed me eightpence
from time immemorial, borrowed that sum to
repay me; and that another chap, with whom I
bad had a row, spontaneously asked my pardon.
Saturday-the day-appeared iu due course.
There remained but one more meal, one more
chance for Mrs. Glumper and for mo.
"If she gives us but a commonly decent feed
to-day," muttered Jack Rogers, pinching my
elbow, as we went in, "by Jove, Charley, my
boy, we'll stop yow· nefarious plans!"
No such chance. There it was, the flabby
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mass of rice, helped first, as a good appet.itechoking smtt; to relieve the succeeding dish from
nny undue pressure.
After rice appeared the much-dreaded pie,
glaring yellowly, with its coarse pretentious outside-prototype of many a living humbug-veiling one knows not what of false and vile. 0,
thc contrast to tl1e rich and delicate articlealike only in name-scot by my mother!
The pie was served, au<l was undergoing the
usunl suspicious scrutiny, when J.{rs. Ghunpcr,
with the voice of a herald, proclaimed:
"Master Trclawny will eat every grain of that
rice before he receives anything farther."
There was a half-audible titter; bot I remained firm, and thus ended the last "dinne1·" at
Glnmpcr House.
Jack Rogers put his arm in mine.
"I'm sorry for this, '.rrelawny," be said.
"I'm not," said I, trying to smile, "excexcept for--" I thought of my mother, and
broke down.
"Wc"ll have a Palaver, at all events," said
Jack.
In a moment, a large concourse assembled
undci- oui- favourite elm. If the truth must out,
I could have dispensed with this ceremony, which
somehow imparted n sensation of being present
at one's own burial. But Jack Rogers was not
to be denied tWs splendid opportunity of speechmakiug.
Ile did speak, in a manner, and at a length,
that must have been remembered in the school
long after I-its theme-was forgotten tbere.
In his peroration, he observed that tlie honour
and the well-being of Glumper's could not, in
this extremity, have been confided to worthier
bands. Nor was it this community alone that.
was to profit by the important step about to be
taken. The eyes of every school in Em·ope were,
or would be, if they ln,cw what was going on,
fixed ou Glumper House. Mr. '.1.'relawny was
about to place his foot on the first rung of the
ladder of afiluence, fame, nnd power. \Vhat
pecuniary means, he would frankly ask, were at
my disposal?
I replied, with the like openness, "Eightpence."
" The precise amount," resumed Jack, triumphantly, "(within one and tenpence) from
whence colossal fortunes spring! 'He began
his immortal career with half-a-crown.' Or,
'The origin of t.his eminent citizen was of the
• humblest: he commenced life with two-and-sixpence.' ·oi-, 'Our modern Ci-resus began the
battle of life with tho moiety of a five-shilling
piece. He died worth TWO ~ntLIONS sterling!'
Such are among our most familiar passages in
biograpl1y. Charles, my boy, again you are in
luck." And he shook my band warmly.
I ventured incident.ally to suggest that I was
not in possession of the magical amount required.
"Nay, by George, but you shall be!" exclaimed J nck. "Here's sixpence towards it. T b ink
ofit whon you're a confoundedly crusty old millionnaire, nnd send old Jack a bauncl1 from one
of yonr deer-parks-the Scotch one. Who'll
snbscribe to the Trelawny Testimonial?"
Hard up as the good chaps wore, so many
came forward, that a sum or about nine-andsixpence was poured into the hand$ of our chief.
But Jack's 1·emark had been working strangely

in my mind. Something admonished me :o
keep strictly to the rule which had, apparently,
prospered so we!L
In a few words I thanked my mates, tl1erefore
for their kind intentions, but declined to tak~
more than was required to make up the exact
fortune-making sum. I wquld do nothing (I
added, in substance) to risk a failure, nor impair
the innate vigour, the youtluul freslmess, of halfn-crown, by dabbling with an adolescent amount
like ten-and-twopence : a sum entirely unassociated with nny of those encouraging biographies quoted by our president. I would take
my half-crown-no more.
As the dny was waning, it became nece.o;sary
to make preparations for my departure. Accordingly, attended by a few faithful friends, I
proceeded to make up n small bundle, such ns I
coulu conveniently carry, leaving the remainder
of my possessions at the disposal of fate. There
was one thing I was very loth to abandon. It
was a flower-pot, containing the commencement
of a very promising scarlet-nmncr. It had been
the sonrco of gi-eat interest and consolation. I
half resolved to make it the sharer of my fortunes. But Jack Rogers objected. I n mill he
taxed his memory to recall any one instance in
which the successful adventurer had flung himself upon the world witb half-a-crown and II scarlet-runner. If the case of Jack and the Beanstalk were relied upqn, he (Rogers) wonld only
remark tl1at the ]>resent age of inquiry had succeeded in throwing very considerable doubt upon
portions of that n111Tative. This was enough.
About escaping, tl1ere was no difficulty. Part
of the playing-field was out of sight of the house,
and, although it was penal to frequent this portion, and it was tho duty of the monitor of the
day to report any one so doing, on the present
occasion t.he monitor in person gave me a leg up
the wi\11. "There wns a last shaking of h:mds,
nnd a suppressed cheer, when I paused for a
moment on the top.
·
"You'll write that Jetter to-morrmv, tl1en,
from-.from somewhcro ?" said Jack, mysteriously. ( I nodded.) "All right, old hoy?"
"Ye-es," I responded. "All right., you know.
Hoor--"
Down I dropped-ad,~ft !
That wall seemed to make all the difference.
I don't think that, until my feet alighted ou the
alien ground of Mr. Turfitt's brick-fiold, I bad
fully realised the fact of running away. But a
ran away 1 was now; and, to do my boyish courage justice, no tbougl1t of returtnng or seeking
the protection of home, ever entered intn my
imagination. One brief and bitter pang I did
experience, as I thought of the probable elfoct
tho tidings of my flight might haYe opon the
happy home circle; bot I met it with the reflection that the letter I should write must set them
at ease as to my personal safety and prospects.
In the mean time, it was obviously desii:able to
getaway.
Dr. Glumpcr's was situated in an open st1borb
north of London, and the1-eforc, well on tbe hi~h
road to fortune. I set my face straight towaras
the quarter in which I concluded the City to lie,
and trudged on, vaguely wonde1·ing what would
hnppcn to mo when bedtime came.
Suddenly, a bright thought, suggested by the
name 011 a public-house sign, shot across my
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mind. I had n friend-Philip Concanen-who
"My dear Papa and Mama,-1 hope yon aro
resided nt Chelsea, nothing ot"a walk, five miles. quite well. We ate up the Pio and other Things
Phil had long outgrown Glumper's, tJ1ough his you so kindly sent, and then began Stnrving
name and bis fame and a very rudely-executed agaill. Rice, and Catterpillars, and what they
miniature of Mi's. G., carved on the inside of his call Becfstnke-Pie butt Isn't, as usual. I hoped
whilom desk, still survived. He was a middle- yon would have written to Mrs. Glnmper, but
aged man now -going on, I should think, for perhaps you were Afrade. We held a Counsel,
nineteen-and had called once at Glumper's in and Settled to run away One by One-till the
a gig, driving himself. I Jrnd been a favourite Dinners get better. We drew Lots, an(l it Fell
of ..Phil's, and felt convinced that ho would not to me. I knew you would Aprove, for I heard
only afford me bis counsel, but keep mine. Well you once say, about Captain Shurker, that it
over the first st.cps of my pilgrimage, I had no wasn't honournblc to Back Out. I have my
fears about the remainder.
Second-best suit, some linen, my Bible, and LatPhilip was already in business with his father in Delectns, and a Sum of Money which is the
and uncle - wealthy brewers and distHlors - Beginning of a ForLune. I know what I am
whose establishment displayed 011 its rirnr-face Doing- that is, I shall To-morrow- so I J1ope
a frontage so imposing as almost to justify the yon won't be angry and kiss Mama and my Jove
tradition that it had once been mistaken for to Agnes and I am your Afectiouate Dutiful Son,
Chelsea IIospital. On the land side, you merely
"C. S. TRELAW1>r."
dived dowo a dark and narrow lane, sole shaft
to the gold mine that lay beyond. Down this
Early on Monclny morning Phil introduced
passage, as evening fell, I groped my way, and, me to my new quarters in the smoko-harness
by great good luck, found Philip in sole com- room, where we found Mrs. S1vigsby engaged in
mand (till Monday morning) of "Coucanen constructing what she called a "trumpery" bed.
Brothers, and Concauen."
From the good Indy's demeanour, I could not
Philip gave me a cordial welcome, and, thanks help fancying that she even now harboured
to bis old housekeeper, a most hear t-re,iving some misgivings concerning me, for she glanced
supper, and listened to my story with all the at me now and then as if she expected me to go
kindness and interest I had expected; also with off like a grenade. I t wus useless, however, to ata degree of gravity I had not expcct.ed. I nter- tempt to enlighten her further. Phil confessed as
course with men and vats had already taken off much, and owned th.at we must take our cliancc.
the edge of his romance. There is, in beer, a
He introcluccd me to the dark passage and
decided tendency to sap tho life of sentiment. prjvate entrance, and presenting me with the
I n meal, I have since observed, a contrary. rule key, took his leave, assuring me that no one
p revails. Your miller's daugbt-er- if he has one would ente1· the apartment until evening, when
-is a lmost always a heroine.
he would himself bring me supper, bear me
My friend criticised with some severity tl,o compauy at that meal, and hear how I hnd felt
golden visions of Jack Rogers, repudiated belief my way.
in the efficacy of half-a-crown as the especial
When, a few minutes later, I turned into
keystone of affluence, and even hiute<;J (though Jew's-road, the sensation of not belonging to
remotely) at the desirability ofmy making terms myself came back mther strongly, bringing with
with th.e l1ome anth?rities, and abandonin~ my it a brother sensation, still less soothing-that
enterprise.
of not, for the moment, belonging to anybody
On this point, however, I was firmness i tself, else! Nevertheless, I held op my head, and
and after a lengthened discussion the following marched on as conficlently as if I expecte,l an
convention was agreed to:
influential friend to meet me by appointment at
'l'hat the old housekeeper, Mrs. Swigsby, the next corner.
should be admitted to our complete confidence,
How-hotu did people begin? Usually, I
with a view to my occupancy of the spare bed- thonght, with some happy incident. ,vould
room till Monday. That on that day I should any obliging infant, of high birth, clo mo the
transfer my qu11rters to Philip's own prirnto favour to be nearly run over? Any stout gensmoko-harness room, from whence a side portal tleman-victim to casual orange-peel-trip and
and a passage, dark at noon, gave upon Para- be picked np by me? Any hurrying man of
dise-alfoy, and thence to the privacy of Jcw's- commerce let fall fl book containing securities
road. That I should retain such refuge until I of inestimable mlue, close to my feet? No;
had enjoyed an opportunity of "feeling my way" most of these things had bad their turn. F or-which, indeed, w011lu necessarily occur when- tune scorns to repeat herself. I had a convice ,•er I crossed the threshold. Tlrnt on the slight- tion that I must begin at the foot of the !add.e r.
est suspicion of my whereabo.ut becoming known, "He" (somo great man) "once swept a barber's
I should depart, so ru; to avoid compromising shop,'' was a legend of my childhood. Where
my friend. Lastly, that I should at once 11Tite was such n barber?
to my parents an assurance of my personal
"Wanted, a Lad.''
snfoty.
It came like au answer. 'Were these characWith somo difficulty-owing to Mrs. Swigsby's ters real? If so, Fortune- though she writes an
being a <lenfer human creature than I could have indifferent hand- has not deserted me. I am fl
conceived possible- that excellent lady was in- lad. And wanted. Behold me!
doctrinated in the matter, and dis.missing from
I entered the establishment. It wasn't a barher mind a first idea that I was the nephew of ber's. Greasier. Pigs' toes, I imagiue, pre,·ailerl.
Mr. Arthur Thistlewoocl, and deeply compro"What cau I do for you, young gentleman?"
mised in certain, then recent, proceedings in inquired the stout white- aprnned proprietor,
CatO•street, promised every assistnuce. This ar- brandishing an immense knife.
ranged, I sat down to my letter :
"Please, do you want a lad?" I asked.
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The man looked at me from head to foot.
Then he said :
"We did, but unfortnetly we only takes six
parlour-boarders at a time; and the Markiss o'
Qucerfinch has just grabbed the last wacancy
for his seventeenth son."
"I-I want to be a lad, sir," I faltered.
"Lookee here, young gentleman ; ir you
don't want none of my trotters, use your own, or
you'll get me into a scrape as well as yourself.
Now, off with you!"
Twico more, tempted by similar announcements, I ventured to prefer my claims, but with
no better success. One glance at my exterior
seemed to satisfy everybody that I was not the
lad for tJiem. Yes, I was too smart ! The recent runaway was visible in my still glossy blue
jacket and gilt buttons; not to mention tho
snowy ttll'n-down. I was not sorry when evening came, that I might return home, and recount
my adventures to the sympathising Phil.
Phj}jp agreed that I was not, 1'1!rhaps, exactly
the sort of messenger a struggling tripe-seller
would select, but suggested that I might fly at
higher game. Why not feel my way among
classes to whom a gentlemanly appearance and
manner did not form an insuperable objection?
,v11y not, indeed? Time was precious. Mrs.
Swigsby's misgivings were evidently on the increase. I would.do it to-morrow.
"Right) my boy," said Phil, ns he bade me
good night. "Sn-night, now, to the fountain
head, you know."
I did11't exactly know. Feeling one's way,
and going to the fountain head-though admirable as general principles-were, not so easy
of application. Where was the fountain he11d?
"ln your great banking and commercial
firms," Phil had said, over our wine; "always
deal with P1·incipals."
My friend evidently assumed that I should
seek out parties of ihis description. Accordingly, selecting from the Directory the names of a
very eminent City banking firm, I "felt my
way" towards their distant domicile, and found
myself in the presenco of nbout fifty clerks-all
busily employed. After standing for some time
unnoticed, I approached one of the desks.
"Please, sir, I want your head."
"My what?" inquired tho clerk, with considerable energy. "What do you want with my
head?"
1 explained that I meant his Principal; the
head of the firm: whereupon the clerk smiled
languidly.
"Mr. Ingott's down at Goldborongh Park,"
he said, "but if it's anything about the Turkish
Loan, we'll send an express. He can be here
to-morrow.,,

I assured him it had nothing to do with the
Turkish Loan, or any loan, nud that any other
partner of the house would do as well.
The clerk nodded, whispered to another clerk,
and desinng me to follow, led tho way through
a labyrinth of desks, into an inner room, where
sat an old gentleman reading the paper. He
looked at me inquiringly through his gold eyeglasses. The clerk whispered-and" Well, my young friend ?" said tho old
banker.
"Pl-please, sir," I blurted out, "do you
want a confidential lad?"

The clerk tittered; but the old gentleman,
with one look, dismissed him, and prncceded :
"Who sent you hither, my boy, and what do
yon menu?"
His manner was very kind, so I told him at
once, that nobody sent me; that, acting upon
ad,·ice, I was engaged in feeling rny way, nnd
";shed to begin by being a lad-a confulential
lad, if possible; that, with that view, I had
come straight to the fountain bead; that, being,
I must confess, at 1·arinnce with my friends, I
could not mention whence I came, but that he
might rely upon my honesty; and that I was
prepared, if necessary, to deposit in the hands
of the firm a certain sum of money, as an indemnification for any losses that might be incurred through my inexperience.
The old gentleman inquired the amount.
"Two-and-sixpence."
I saw his eye twinkle; then, as if a sudden
thought had struck him, be put his hand upon
my shoulder and turned me to the light.
'' Hem-I thought so," I fancied I hoard ltim
mutter. Then he added aloud : "Seo here, my
lr.d. I can not make so important an engagement on my own responsibility. I must consult
my partners in the firm. Sit down in the messenger's room-that door yonder. In half an
hour I will give yon your answer."
In the messengei's room I found a respectablelooking youth, eating bread-ant.I-cheese. He
offered me some, but I could not eat. Kind as
the old gentleman's mannel' was, there was some.
thing in it that gave me uneasiness. It almost
seemed as if he knew me.
"Who," I asked the messenger, "is that old
gentleman who said he must consult bis partners ?"
"Sir Edward Guldshore-him that lives at
Bilton Abbey, near l'enrhyn."
"Penrhyn? General Trelawny's ?"
"That, sir, is the ticket. The general often
hmcl1es here whoo he's in town. Consult his
partners, did the governor say? Why, they're
all ottt of town but t.im !''
"Don't yon," I asked, faintly, "think this
room of yours rnthcr hot? I'll-take a runand-nnd come back before I'm wanted."
Ere the youth could start auy objections I had
vanished.
That unlucky clay wns doomed to nn unluckier close. Concancn made his nppearnnce in
the harness- room with a somewhat harassed
face.
"It's a bore, my dear old fellow, but I fear
your camp mnst be broken up. There's no trusting old Swigsby. Yon must move on, Charley,
my boy, ancl, if you won't go slick home, like a
reasonable chap, feel your way in other quarters. ' 1

There was, obviously, no alternative. I
marched on the following morning. But Phil's
good offices did not cease until he had seen me
estabfo;hed in a (very humble) lodging not for
distant, but in a locality where I could continue
to feel my way without much chance of recognition. The rcnt-fi,·e shillings a week-Phil at
first insisted ou paying; but, on my represcnta.
tion that the MCeptance of any money aid might
Yitinte my entire future, the kind fellow consented to pUJ·chnse, at full value, such articles of
my wardrobe as would supply me with all that
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was necessary for nn entire week, lc:iving my
half-crown still intact.
Thus wns I, for the second time, ndrift. Fortune kept steadidly e.loof. Go whither, nsk whom,
I would, the same suspicious look im-ambly
greeted me. Whether l brushed my jacket ncnt,
Jy, or tore experimental holes in tile elbows, ft
seemed that I could never hit the desired modinm between gentility and vngabondism.
I shall not describe nt length those misernble
days, nor the stcndy diminution of my hopes and
resources, until tho middle of tho second week
found me, with my rent pnid, indeed, but destitute of every thing save the clothes I stood in,
and $ixpe11ce I
I had given up in despnir all search for employment. Go home I would not. 0£ Phil I
l1ad heard nothing, and I feared to compromise
liim by nny ornrt commnnication. What was to
be done?
One morning, I was prowling feebly about,
verg hungry, and, every now and then, feeling
the sixpence in my jacket-pocket, as though the
very sight of a cook-shop might have drawn it
forth, when I noticed an old Jew seated on the
lower steps of a house. Ile was not a neat or a
well-washed J ew. I don't think that I ever in
after lifo beheld a dirtier; but my attention was
drawn 1,0 him by the demeanour of a potboy,
who, in passing, had muttered, "Old chap's
sewn up!" and whistled 011 two fingers, almost
o,·er tho man's head, a prean of congratulation
upon the cirenmstance.
The old Jew looked faintly up. The face,
though grimy, was not, I thought, ignoble; and,
indifferent whither I strolled, I turned to take
another look at him. lie was "ery old, very
ragged, and, to all appearance, famine-stricken;
at least, I never saw hunger written so legibly
in any face, except my own. He made a l:iuguid motion with his fingers towards me, like a
dying creature, but did not beg, nnd I passed on
my way. Suddenly, the thought shot across me,
"Should the old man die!"
The sixpence seemed to girn a spontnncous
leap in my pocket, as though iuspired with the
same idea. Back I went, ,vavcring, for, if I
yielded to charitable impulse, what must I myself do? If he ,vould divide it with me-but
how ask a dying man for change ? I passed him
again.
Either my fancy misled me, or the si.'tpCJJee
gave me a discontented punch in the side.
"Bt,t," I nnswered, ns though in remonstrance
with it, "you, nro the last hope of my fortune;
in giving you, I part with millions-• two millions.'" A Inst emphatic pnnch determined me.
I turned once morn, walked hastily back, and
dropped my two millions into tho old man's
hnndl
How I got through the remainder of that day
I hardly know. It was about dusk, when, growing e,·ery moment more foint and dcsponding, I
turned to crawl homeward. I was pansing unconsciously before a baker's window, when a
hnnd touched my shoulder. It was my Jew.
T he old man hrul changed considernbly for the
better, nnd now, of the two, looked far the more
alive.
" Good rolls tbo.~e," said the old J ew, approvingly. "Hungry?"
.Almost too weary to speak, I nodded.
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"And-and-no money ?'' asked tho old man,
with curious eagerness.
I shook my head, and prepared to mo\'o away.
" I - Ispent that sixpence," resumed the J ew,
"but if you don't despise a poor man's bnunt,
rn give yon a supper, and, if you need it, lodging too. My enstle i~ close at hand."
I looked at Wm with surprise, and followed
him. Falling into a sort of mcndicnnt gnit, he
shuttled feebly on, and, turning into a dark narrow street, composed of very small tenements
indeed, paused at one of the nearest, and stmck
upon the window-sill wiLh bis crutch-stick.
"'l'uke hold of my coat when she opens the
door," said the old Jew. "You may find it
darkish below."
It was darkit;h, insomuch thnt the "she" ,vbo
opened to us was invisible in tho gloom, bnt a
silver voice, that was not the Jew's, uttered an
exclamation of welcome, and died away, like a
spirit's, into some upper region, whither we
stnmblcd in pursuit. A candle-end, dimly flickering in tho corner, revealed our conductress
in the person of n girl of about fifteen, attired in
a thick white robe whlch covered her from neck
to foot, and seemed, so far as I might presume
to judge, 10 bo her only garment. 'l'be largo
sleeves were tumed back to the elbows, as if she
hrul hcen engnged in household work, nnd the
iuandibilitv of her movements was accounted
for by her feet being bare. A broad white fil.
let tied back immense masses of dark brown
hair. The face ! Boy as I was, and a ,·ery
sleepy nod exhausted one-I was roused nt once
into n state of stupid ecstasy by one glance at
her marvellous beanty. "Is it a woman? Is
it a woman?" I rem~mber gasping, as it were,
to myself. And as she stood, for n few seconds,
motionless, her form nnd dress like sculpture,
her white arms extended towards me in qncstioning surprise, I felt as if it would be no sin
to full at her feet, in adoration of what seemed
more of Heaven than earth.
"Supper, Zcl~" said the old Jew, and dnrkness fell upon the scene. Zell l1ad 1•anishcd.
Tho rest c,f the evening was a blank, with
passing gleams of Paradise. Fatigue 11nd ina,.
nition forced me to sleep, even while striving to
ent. Bnt, in those intervals of glory, I was conscious of sitting at a feast, between the Queen
of the Fairies, nnd nn exceedingly rnruicd old
Hebrew whom she addressed as grandfather;
sensible thnt the latter (speaking ns though I
had been absent) told the former n story about
mo and a sixpence, which seemed to be amusing; aware, finally, that Queen Titania remarked, in a pitying voice:
"The child ! He ought to bo in bed!" And,
without further ceremony, pnt me there.
My couch w:is on the floor of that same ap,utment, and the last thing I remember was Titania's foot, so small, so purely white, so bluely
1·eined, ,,ithe.l so near my Jipi>-, that I would
ba1·e kissed it, if I dared-but went to sleep
while thinking of it.
My rest was so profound, that, when I nwoke
to another day, Zell and her grandfather were
finishing brcnkfast. Both were dre.sscd as on
the preceding day; tho old man, with his squalid aspect, tattered garments, nnd rusty shoes,
offering a strange contrast to the bewitching
creature, fresh and sweet as a dewy moss-rose,
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n-ho sat beside him. If her beantv hnd nssertcd
it~elf in tho semi-darkness ovel'night, the full
light of diiy ortly confirmed it mol'e. The countcnance wru; unquestionably of the Jewish order,
but of the richest tint, the most refined and delieato monld. I Jay in a sort of joyful stupor,
utterly unable to remove my eyes from tho glol'ious object. If love were c,•er born at eleven
years old, here wrui the nntfrity of n passion
that coultl never die. 0, angel !- Zell suddenIv disco,·ered that I was awake.
· After bringing me some ten, she quitted the
room, nnd the old man came and snt down beside me. !laving questioned me about my h ome
nod friends-to which I cnndidly replied tbl\t I
had, at present, none to speak of, being engaged
in simply feeling my way-he went on :
"You have been frank with me, my boy. I'll
be frnnk with you. Though a very poor, poor
mnn-ob, a -.:er9 poor mnn-I run not, as you
supposed, a beggar. I havo means of linng,
such ns they are, but these compel me to be
much fr01'l home. My granddaughter, my Zell
(what fool gave her that name l know not; she
is en!Jed Zcruinh), bas neither relntion nor friend.
For r C11Sons I cnnnot now explain, she never
quits this house. M:y heart bleeds at the solimdo to which I nm forced to condemn her.
Stay with us, child, for a while. You sl1all ha,·e
board and Joclging, it may be some tl'ifle over,
when times arc good. You can go on messages
for Zell, and help her in the house. What say
you?"
If tho old gentleman had intimated tl1at the
r oYersion of the crown of England awaited my
acceptancc, my heart would h111·e throbbed with
fnr less exultant j oy I Stay with her! Seo her!
Sc1·ve her l Be her blessed thrall I
What l replied, I know not. I only know
that te n minutes Inter tho old gentleman had
shuffled forth, and I, washing teacups under tl1c
eye of my beautiful mistress, bad broken one,
and received a box ou the car, delivered without any ceremony whate,·er. Zell wns eridently
as impulsil"e ru; she was bcamiful. Presuming
on her imn1cnse seniority of four years, t he young
Indy made no more account of me th!Ul if I hnd
been a kitten.
The room we snt in, and a little nook above,
where Zell slept, were, like l1crself, scrupulously
clean ; all the remainder of the mansion bcini:
nppnrently girnn fairly over to decay and dirt.
Our slender meals were prepared in the sittingr oom, nnd pro1-ided from a dnily sum, of I should
think about fourpence-halfpenny, doled out hy
the lord of the mansion before len1·iog. My
Indy would instruct me whore and how to invest
this capital to the greatest ndvnntage, and, necording to my success, reward me on my return
with a radiant smile, or n sounding box on the
car.
'
Mistress Zell seldom making mo tho recipient
of her thoughts nod words, it was by slow dewees thnt I learned the following particnlnrs:
'l'hnt my host, l\Ir. Moses J creminh Abraham~,
WllS a gentleman of hnbits so pcnllrious, that he
might h:\ve rimlled, if not eclipsed, the most
illustrious misers of the age, had h e only posscssed anything to honrd. That Zell wus dressed ns I beheld her, to precludo the possibility of
her going forth- to incur expenses-in the publie ways. ( As, sitting on t ho ground, while she

told mo this, I looked up in my lady's glorious
eyes, it struck me that the old rnnn might hn,,8
had a tendercl' rcnson.) Thnt M.l'. Abrnluuns
absent, most days, till durk, wns, on cerlni~ •
days, Inter still. Finally, that I must not be
surprised if, on one or more of those dnys, I
heard his signal on the window-sill, but not himself on the stairs. "And w/Ml to yon!" coneluded my Indy, threatening me with her liulc
hand, "if yon betray our secret!"
"Our!" l\fy heart turned faint, I caught
her meaning instantly, and experienced the fir,t
barning touch of jealousy. My mfatress had a
Jo.-er.
"Whnt makes you colour so, you stupid foolish boy?'' said my lady, half laughing, lmlf nugry. "Can we trust you, or can we not!''
I stammered some nonsense about being nt
her command, body and soul. .And I ha,•e no
doubt I meant it.
My de,·otion was soon tested. Thnt very evening (one of Mr. Abrahams' late ones) a knock,
like bis, sounded on the window-sill. Ze!J, bid.
ding me follow, flew down stairs, nnd, softly
opening the window, was clasped in the cmbrace of an individual to nil nppenmnce as mg.
ged and infirm of mien as her grandfather himself.
F or a moment she snffercd this, then drew
back, loa,·ing tho visitor her hand, which that
monster, wboc\"cr lie was, seemed to devour with
kisses. There ensued a whispered con,·ersation,
daring which I obsen·cd tbnt the speakers referred to me. Then, ns if alarmed by a signal
from without, the stranger Yanished. We returned up-smirs.
Next morning my mistress gave me a note
without address. I was to take i, to a pnrticular shop, and giro it ton particular stranger wJ,o
would accost me. No particular stranger was
there. .Afraid to return without f1116lling my
mission, I was lingering over some trifling purchnsc, when a phaeton dns hed up to the door,
nod a gentleman entered the shop. Ile was very
handsome, wore thick bl,nck moustaches carefully curled, had long gilt spurs, and looked like
an ofUcer. He was well known to t!,o shop.poopie, for he tossed about a number of articles,
laughing nnd jesting with the mistress, hut.pnrchnscd nothing. Could tl,is be my man? I
ma11nged, nt all eYents, to let him see wbnt I
wns carrying. We left tl10 shop to~cther.
"Toss it over! Quick, my lad!" said the
gentleman, shnrply. "Take this, and this" ( ho
ga,·e me another note, and hnlf-a-crown). "And
meet mo here to-morrow."
I told him I did not want h is money, but
would ·1uko his note. Ile looked nt me, uttered
a long low whistle-expressil·o, I take it, of
astonishment- nod dro,·c a\fay.
'fho joy in my sweet mistress's eyes, nod a
white hand sn·oking my curls, even while she
read the letter, were a sufficient reward. Then
she made me her confidant. H er suitor was
Lord John Loveless, son of the pl'oud Earl of
St. Bul'yuos, with whom, owing to some little
financial misunderstanding, poor Lord J ohn
was, for the moment, on terms so far from salisfactory, ns to render it improbable that the cnrl
would yielcl nnything like a cordinl assent to h is
son's union with the granddaughter of an impoverishcd Jew. Hence the necessity for those
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cl:\ndcstine interviews, which my mistress ntoncd
fur to her conscience, by sternly forbidding her
lover ever to cross the tlireshold.
My lord wa.,; at the shop next morning as soon
as I.
He took me familiarly hy the arm.
"Come and take a pull on the rirnr, boy. I
wnnt to ha,ve a talk with you."
It w,1s not far to the ri1·er. We got a boat,
and pulled off, my companion ehntting pleasantly enough. .A.t lnst he said :
"That old p-overnor of yours keeps you pretty short, I take it? What docs he do, now,
with his money ? Do you never hoar him counting his i;:uineas? Come !"
I positively denied it, and gave such candid
reasons for my conviction that he was 1111 but 11
pauper, that my companion seemed staggered.
He bccnme grave, not to say morose, and the
row home seemed to bore him. I did not report to my Indy all tlrnt had pnsscd between us;
I conld not hiwe left out hi~ bad spirits whet1 I
described to him her pornrt:•, and th,it might
hnvc painetl her.
After this, my lord's 1·isit,; became less frequent, and my mistress's smiles rarer. She
moved nbout with a slower and a s,idder step;
and sometimes sat with her marble arms crossed
on her lap, nntil I almost doubted if she lived.
At which times, I would creep into tile field
of her eye, if bt1t to change its fixed expression.
A terdble event came to rouse her. The
old gentleman was brought home, one night)
dying. He had been hustled, knocked down,
nnd robbed, by some miscreants in the street.
Though be had sustained no injury that sho1tld
ordinarily prove mortal, the shock to his system,
and, still more, the alleged robbery to which he
perpetually referred, combined to give him to
the gr:wc. In spit.e of medical efforts he sank
fast, and at midnight, died.
My mistress, who had ne1•cr left bis side, bore
all with a strange patience. I never saw her
weep, but her white face and gleaming eyes
strnck me with awe.
A wil~ duly executed, was fonnd, in which
the old man, in general term 5, beg ucathed to his
grandd,iughter, Zcruiah Abrahams, everytl1ing
of which lte should die possessed, appointing
ona L cmual Samuelson gt1ardinn and cxecntor.
Wlrnt mon~y the old man hnd about him, when
robbed, was never known. All the coin in the
honse nmountcd to no more than snfficed to pny
the medical att.entlant, wbile the fnrnitnre was
probably not worth more than twenty 01· thirty
pounds. Part of this, 1vith the assistance of a
neighbour, we sold, to spare the old man a pauper's funeral; the re.;t, we thought, would provide clothes for Zell (since we mast both now go
out anJ feel our way), and support us both until we found our way. 'When this was clone, the
house looked dcsolMe and wretched enough, ,rnd
my poor mistress scarcely less so. Though she
navcr spoke of it, the desertion of her loverof whom in all that distrcssfol time we never
heard-cut her to the heart's core.
One day, before her clothes came, ns I was
mo,·ing restlessly about the room, thinking what
I could say to comfort her, she suddenly lifted
her head:
"Charley, will you dc,ert me, too?"

"Zell!

'Desert yon!'" Like

a young fool,

as I was, I burst into a passion of tears.

"Don't-don't! My dear child-my good
ch--!" And, infocted by my tea.rs, poor Zell
laid her head on the table and wept nloucl.
Almost at tliat moment my eye was cnn"ht by
an urchin in the street, beckoning eagerly. Stammering some excuse, I ran out.
"Gem' giv' me a bob," said the boy, "fur to
say ns he's "waitin' at the corner."
.A.t the comer ; or, more correctly, round it,
stood Lord John Loveless.
"Now, my boy," said his lordship, very hurriedly, "I am here at g reat risk to-to myself,
and hava only a moment to stay. About your
mistress? Is she well? ls she C.'.lred for? Did
the old fellow really die a bei;gar ?"
I replied, that the old gentleman had neitl1er
lived nor died a beggar, but that we had no
money, and intended to feel our way towards
1rork, as soon as we could go ont.
Lord John seemed strnck nt this, and mnde
an irresolute movement in the direction of the
house.
"Won't yon come in?" I forced myself to
say.
"N-no, •• was the reply. "I can't, Urgent
business elsewhere. See, boy. Give her this.
Say I have bc~n ,,bscnt with my mgiment, or I'd
have sent before."
And, if c,·er noble gentleman skulked away,
I think Lord J ohn did.
Kneeling at my sweet mistress's feet, I faithfully recounted the interview. Zell listened,
without once removing her eyes from mina.
Then she said: "Put his- his wretched nlmsinto a cover, and take it to the address I shall
write." All which was duly done.
But the even ts of the day were not over. As
we snt towards evening, discussing projects for
tl1e morrow, a stranger somewhnt peremptorily
demanded admittance, and, in compnny with
another individual who had apparently been
forking aloof, prodnced some pApers, nnd declared himself in possession of tha house. He
was our lnn<ll'ord. Onr rent was deeply in arrenr. His applications nnd threats having been
alike disregarded by the eccentric Mr. Abrah,ims, be had taken the necessary steps to resume possession, and now camo, inspired with
an intense hatred (as he openly decln.cd) for nil
Jew tenants, to enforce his rights.
It was in vain to remot1strnte. We had not
one shilling in our possession, and, for furniture,
only our beds, chairs, table, and cooking utensils:
all which, united, woult.l not have paid half the
debt.
"At least, sir," snid my mistress, "yon will
not turn ns into the street.•, to-night f"
",veil!" said tbc fellow, reluctantly, "hardly that. Bnt I'm np to these dodges, I promise
you. Let you stay, and hera you will stay.
We'll srop that game. ,Yithout beds and window-sashes, you'll soon be ready to go. Collect
the traps, Bill Illoxam, and look alive."
"It will soon bo night, sir," said Zell, pale as
n ghost: "a night that promises to be both cold
and wet; in eharitv, leave us the protection of
w·in<lows. 11

"Pin up your petticoat," rctnrned the landlord, coollv. "/!ere sha goo,;!"
He roughly tore at tha window-sash. Ont it
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came, crashing. Bnt the rotten woodwork at
the side, deprived of its suppor~, and yielding as
it seemed to some pressure from w~thin, came
away also. There was a henvy rushing foll tbnt
shook the very house- a rollini::, ringing, spinning, settling down ! From end to end, Lhe
apartment was literi,lly carpeted with gold I
"Phsh !" said the reeling Jnndlord, ns he wiped
the dust from his eyes.
My mistress wns the first to recover composure.
A watchman, on liis way to night-duty, attracted
by the crash, stood opposite. She bade me cnll
l1im in, and, dismissing the now subdned lnndlord, procured a trnsty guardian for tho night.
My mistress also dispatched a special messenger
in qnest of Mr. Lemuel Samuelson, who, anil•ing with the dawn, joined us in fu.rther invcstigations.
•rwo thousand seven hand.red guineas had been
scattered on the floor. In different parts of the
house, gencmlly crnmmcd into chinks and chasms
of the decaying woodwork, were bank-notes to
the amount of thirty-two thousand pounds. But
even that was a trifle compared to the crafty old
miser's foreign se.cnrities, which, disinterred in
one lump, represented the immense sum of t1vo
hundred and ninety thousand pounds.
" And now, my love," said Mr. Samuelson,
when botlt search and calculat.ion were exlrnusted, "you will give Mrs. S. and me the pleasure
of your company, at my little box at Sydenhnm,
until you decide what next to do."
ll-Iy misti·css nt once assented. Siuce the discovcry of the treasure she had hnd intc,·vals of
the deepest melancholy. \Vas she t.hinking what
mig/,l have been had the old man been Jess reticcnt? She Imel hardly ·addressed a word to
me, and, until Il1r. Samuelson came obsequionsly w )1nnd her to the carriage, I ln1ew not if she
would even bid me farewell. .At Inst it wns her
guardian himself who drew her attention to me,
by asking if she had any directions to give the
" Incl."
" 'fhc lad," repeated Zell, abstractedly.
"Call at my office, boy I" said llfr. Samuelson, who seemed impatient to get away. "Bythe-by, what's your name?"
I made no answer. I wns looking at ruy mfstress.
,
" Sulky, ch?" said Mr. Samuelson. " Worse
for you.. Come, my love."
"Charley! Charley!" said Zell.
Then I w11ld not answer. ' She mwed her
band towards me, but her guardian led her
awav.
Ail thnt day, I sat at the window, as though I
hnd fully expected lier to retnm; but, in reality, I hacl no such idea. I knew that my darling
mistress wns gone-for ever, ever, gone- and
had taken with her all joy, all happine,;s, all de-.
sire of life. I was conscious of a sense of bunger, but had no heart to look for food; at the
time when we used to prepare 011r supper on
those happy evenings, I crept to my lady's littie bed, and lay down tl,e,·e. A curious rnshini::
sound was in my cars, and my pulse seemed
rather to give a continoous shudder, than to
bcat. Dreams came, without introductory ceremony of the sleep. I heard myself shoutiug and
straggling. Then, darkness......
1 awoke in my father's house. I had been
there t.h rcc week,,. Though very,weak, I was in

the path of rccoYery, and was soon in condition
to return t,o school But not to Glumper's. No.
I learned thnt, in my delirium, I had given a
cllle to my name and residence. 'What aftercommunicntions I made I cannot say: I only
know that both my mother, and my snncy little
Agnc...s, were as familiar with the name of Zell 11s
my own daily thoughts were. She was my lo,·e,
my queen, my darling only mistress. lo that
faith, and in the firm assurance that I should
one blessed day see her again, I grew to manhood.
There was a grand ball at Dublin Castle, at
which I, a young lieutennnt of dragoons, chanccu
to be present and abetting. The reception was
more thnn usuallf crowded and maitnificent, it
being the farewel · of a popular lord-lieutenant.
A,, the latter mo,•ed about among his smiliug
guests, he halted at a group beside me.
" \'\Tell, young gentlemen," said his excellcncy, "who is the successful knight? Surely this
prize is not to escape us all! Resplendent beauty-swcctness-accomplishments- twclve thousand a year. Shame to I reland, if this Mexican
belle quits us to-night, her bst in the land (for
I hear she returns to Mexico), a disengaged woman!"
"She will not, my lord," replied Colonel Walsingham.
"Hah ! Who wins?" nsked his excellency,
hardly less interested than if he had himself
been a candidate.
"Thnt is doubtful, still," put in young Lord
Go,-ing. "Hawkins, Rushton, O'Rourke, \Ynlsingham, St. Bnrynns, my l1umble self, haYc nil
been 'mentioned' in the rnce. St. Buryans for
choice."
"Why so?" asked his lordsl1ip.
"The !ady hns been seated this whole evening
beside St. Bnryans' lady-mother," said Goring,
in a low yoice. ".And she's the cleverest woman, at a finish, in Christendom-or Jewry cither."
"Yon said it would be decided to-night?"
'"I'hns. The young lady will dance bnt once,
the last dance. \Ye have all solicited the honour. She reserves her choice. It has been
ngrced to accept the nngury. Your lordship understands? The nnsuccessful withdraw."
His excellency noddecl, smiled, nnd passed on.
A few minntcs later, a movement in tl1c room
drew my attention. All eyes seemed directed
towards one object. Up tlrn centre of the room,
leaning on the arm of Lord John Loveless, now
Ea rl St. Burynns, wns passing my beautiful
mistress! Taller-fuller, no whit lovelict, for
rbnt could not be. $he looked full in my face.
I thought she pnused for a second. No, the
superb brown eyes were lnnguiclly withdrawn,
nnd, without recognition, she moved·on.
The Inst dance. wns announced from the orchcstrs. As if under a spell,l placed myself opposite to my lady's chair, though remote from
it. I saw the rirnl suitors, with wcll-breu selfpossession, gather round, and each in turn prefer
his claim. All worn declined. St. Buryans-by whose lmnghty-looking mother my lady sat
- alone remained. He appro;,ched her with
confidence, his mother l(reeting him with a Yi<:to1io11s smile. Before lie could open his li1is,
Zell rose :
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"Gh·c me your arm. I wish to cross the
room," she said to him hnughtily.
She did cross. She came to 111e. Drawing
her nrm nwny from her conductor's, she held out
both her little hands.
"Charley, Charley I Don't you know me ? 1
come to nsk you to-to d:tnce with me-with
yotir old friend, Zell."
W e have more than one deer park-but i t was
from the Scotch one that, on Zcll's reminder
(she 11lways pretends to be older and more
thoughtful thnn I), I sent my friend ,Tnck Rogers a haunch worthy of a king's acceptance.

V.
ANOTllElR PAST LODOBR RELATES 1118 OWN
GHOST STORY,

Tu& circumstances I am nbout to relate to
have truth to recommend them. They ha1>-

)'OU

11ened 10 m,rself, and my recollection of them is
as vivid as if they had tnken pince only yesteruay. Twenty years, however, have gone by since
chat night. During those twenty years J ha,·e
told tho story to but one other person. I tell
it now with a rcluetance which I finci it difficult
to overcome. All I entrcnt, meanwhile, is that
you will nbstain from f•1rcing your own conclusions upon mo. I want nothing explained away.
I desire no arguments. i\fy mind on this sul;}..
ject is quice made up, aud, b anug the testimony of my own senses to rely upon, I prefer to
ubide by k
Woll I It was just twenty ycnrs ago, and
wilhin n day or two of tho end of tho grouse
season. I had been out all day with my gun,
nnd bl\d hl\d no sport to si,.-,1 k of. 'I'hc wind
was due east; the month, December; the place,
a bleak wide moor in the far north of England.
And.l lmd lost my way. I t was not n pleasant
place in which to lose one's way, wirh the first
feathery flakes of 1\ coming snow-storm just fluttering down upon tho heather, and tho lcttdcn
c,·cning closinl? in all around. I shaded my
eyes with my hand, nnd stared an."Ciously into
the gatherir1g dark.ness, where the purple moorland m elted into a rnnge of low hills, some ten
or twelve miles distant. Not the faintest smokewrenth, not the tiniest cultivated pntch, or fence,
or shec1>-ttack, met my eyes in any uirecrion.
There wns nothing for it but to walk on, nod
take my chance of finuing what shelter I could,
by tl,o way. So 1 shouldered my wm again,
and pushed wearily forward ; for I hnd been on
foot since nn hour afrcr daybreak, and had eaten
nothing since breakfast.
Mc,mwhile, the snow began to come down
with ominous stendincs•, and the wind fell. After t his, the cold became more intense, nnd the
night cnme rapidly up. As for me, my prospects darkened with the dnrkening sky, and
my henrt grew he,wy ns I thought how my
~·oung wife was already watching for me through
the window of our Liulc inn parlour, and tho11gl1t
of all the suffering in store for her throughout
this weary night. ·w e bad been married four
months, and, ha,•ing spent our autum1i in the
Highlands, were now lodging in n remote little
village situated just on the verge of the great
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English moorlnnds. We wore very much in
lo,·c, nnd, of course, ,·cry happy. '!'bis morning, when we parted, she bad implored ine to
return before dnsk, and I had promised her !lint
I would. Wbnt would I not have i:,>ivcn to hnYe
kept my word !
Even now, weary ns I wns, I felt that with n
supper, nu llour•~ l"cst, and a ~uide, I mi:;ht
still get ha.ck to her before midnight, if only
guide nnd shelter could be found.
And all this time the snow fell and the night
thiJ:kencd. I stopped and shouted every now
and then, but my shouts seemed on ly to rqnkc
rbe silence deeper. '!'hen a vague sense of uoe:tSincss came upon me, and I began to remember stories of travellers who had wnlkcd on nnd
on in the falling snow until, wenried out, they
were fnin to lie down and sleep their lives away.
Would it be possible, I asked myself, to keep on
thus through all the long dark night? Would
there not come a time when my limbs must fail,
anti my resolution girn way? "'hen I, too,
must sleep the sleep of death. Death? I shuddered. How hard 10 die jnst now, when life lny
all so bright beforo me I H ow hnrd for my darling, whose whole l o,'ing henrt--but thnt
thought was not to be borne! To bnuish it, l
shouted again, louder and longer, and then
listened eagerly. , v ns my shout answered, or
did I only fnncy thnt I beard a for-off cry? J
halloed ngain, nnd again tho echo followed.
Then n wavering Rpcck of light cnme suddculy
out of the dark, ~hiftiog, disappearing, grnwing
momentarily n earer and brighter. Rnnnini:
tow:irds it at full speed, I fouml mysclf, to my
great joy, face to face with an old man onu a
lantern.

"'l'hnnk God !" wns the exclnmntion thnt
burst involuntarily from my l ips.
lllinking nnd frowning, ho lifted his lantern
and peered into my face.
",vhat for?" growled he, sulkily.
"Well-for you. I began to fenr I should be
lost in the show."
"Eh, then, folks do get cast nwny hereabouts
frn' time to time, an' what's to hinder )·ou from
bcin' cast away likewise, if the Lord's so minded?"
" If the L ord is so minded that you nnd I
shall be lost together, friend, we must submit,"
I replied; "but l don't m cnn to be lost wi~hout
you. Ilow far am I now from Dwolding?"
" A gude twenty mile, more or less."
"And the nearest ,,illage ?" ·
"The nearest village is Wyke, an' that's
tweh•e mile t'other side."
'' ,vhere do you live, then?"
"Out yonder," said he, with n vague jerk of
tho lnntern.
" You're going l10me, I presume?"
";\fnvbe I nm."
"Then I'm going witl1 you."
The old mnn shook his bend, nnu rubbed his
nose rcflccth cly with the handle of the lantern.
"It nin't o' no use," growled he. "He 'out
lot you in-not be."
"We'll soo nbout that," I replied bri3kJy.
"Who is He?"
u

'rhc mnster."

" w·ho is tho master?"
"Thnt's nowt to you," was tho nnccrcmoniou~ reply.
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"W~ll, well; you lend the way, and I'll engage 1h11t the master shall give me shelter and
a supper to-night."
"Eh, you can try him!'' muttered my rcloctnnt guide: and, still shaking his head, he
hobblctl, gnome-like, nwny through the foiling
snow. A large mass loomed up presently out
of the darkness, and n huge dog rushed out,
barking furiously.
" Is this the house?" I asked.
"Ay, it's the l1ouse. Down, Bey I" And he
fumbled in his pocket for the key.
•
I drew up close behind him, prcpnrcd to lose
no chance of entrance, and saw in the little circle of light shed by the lantern that the door
was bcm·ily studded with iron nails, like the
door of n prison. 1n :mother minute be had
turned tho key and 1 bod pushed pust him into
the house.
Onco inside, I looked round with curiosity,
and fouml myself in n great rnfcered hall, which
served, nppnrently, a ,·uriety of uses. One end
was piled to the roof with corn, liken barn. The
other was stored wi1h Rour-sacks, ngricultnrnl
implements, casks, and nil kinds of mi~ccllancous lumber; while from the beams overhead
hong rows of hams, II itches, nod bunches of dried
herbs for winter use. lo the centre of the floor
stoocl some huge object gnomly dressed in n
djngy wr11pping-clo1b, and reaching half way to
the rafters. Lifting a comer of this cloth, I saw,
to my surprise, a telescope of very considerable
size, mounted on n rude moveable platform wi1h
four small wheels. Tho tube W:\S made of painted wood, bound round with bands of metal rudely fashioned ; the speculum, so far ns I could
cs1imate its size in the dim light, mcnsuretl at
least fifteen inches in diameter. Whilo I was
yet cxnmining the ins1rument, nnd a~king myself whether it was nol the work of some self'..
tauJ?hl optician, a bell rang sharply.
"'l'hat's for you," said my guide, with a malicious grin. "Yo11der's his room."
Uc pointed to a low blnck door nL tho opposite side of the hall. I crossed over, rapped
somewhat loudly, nnd went in, without wailing
for an itwitution. A huge, white-haired old man
rose from a table covered with books and papers,
and confronted me sternly.
"Who nre you?" snid he. "How came yon
hero? What do you wont?"
"Jnmcs Mw-ray, barrister-!t.Jnw. On foot
across the moor. Meat, drink, nnd sleep."
He bent bis bushy brows into n portentous
frown.
" Mine is not n linuse of entertainment," he
said, hnughtily. "Jacob, bow dared you admit
this stranger?"
"I didn't admit liim, •• grumbled the old man.
"He followed me 0Yer the mttlr, ond sbouldered his way in before me. l 'm no mnteh for six
foot two.';
"And prny, sir, by whnl 1·ight have you forced
an enl rnnre into my house?"
"The same by which I should have clung to
your bont, if I were drowning. The right of
self.preservation."
"Self-preservation?"
"There's nn i nch of snow on the ground already," I replied, brie0y; "and it would bo
deep enough to co,.er mv body before daybreak."
•

Ile strode to the window, pulled aside n heavy
black curtain, nnd looked out.
"It is true," he said. "You can stay, if you
chOO&', till morning. Jacob, ser,·e the sapper."
With this ho WO\'ed me to a sent, resumed hiij
own, nnd became nt once absorbed in the studies
from which I bnd disturbed him.
I plnccd my izun in n comer, drew a clinir lo
the hcnrth, nnd exn1bjned my quarters nl leisure.
Smaller nod less incongruous in i1s nrrnngcmcnts than the hnll, this room contained, nevertheless, much to nwnken my curiosity. The floor
was curpetless. '.l'he whitewashed walls were in
parts scrawled over with strange diagrams, mid
in others co,·ered wi1h shel,.es crowded 'l'ith
philosophical instruments, tl1e uses of many of
which were unknown to me. On one side of the
fire-place, stood n bookcase filled with dingy folios; on the other, a small orgnn, fontaslicnlly
decorated with J>nintcd carvings of mcdirevnl
snints and de,·ils. Through 1he half-opened
door of a cupboard nt the further end of the
room, I snw a long array of geological srecimens, snri:ical prcpnrntions, crucililes, rc1ort~,
nnd jars of chcmiculs; while on the mnntclsl1elf
beside me, nmid n number of smnll ol.,jecl.5, stood
n model of t he solar system, a small golvnnic
battery, and a mic1-oscope. Every chair hnd its
burden. EYery corner was heaped high "ith
books. The very floor was littered over with
maps, casts, papers, tracingE, uud learned l umber of all concoivuble kinds.
! stared nbout me wi1h an amazement increased by eYery fresh object upon which my
eyes cbaooed to rest. So strange n room J hnd
never soen ; yet seemed it stranger still, to fiud
such a room in n lone form-house nmid tho,e
wild 1md solirnry moors l O1•cr and over ng,lin,
I looked from my host to bis surroundings, and
from his surroundings back 10 my host, asking
myself who and whnt he could be? n;s he11J
wns singularly fine; hot it was more the l1cad
of n poet than of n J>hilosopl10r. Broad fo the
temples, prominent o,·or the eyes, and clothed
with a rough profusion of perfectly white hnir,
it had oil the idenlity and much of the ruj?gctincss that charncteriscs the hend of Louis ,·on
Ilccthoven. There were the snme deep lines
nbout tho month, nnd the same stern furrows in
t.hc brow. There was the sumo conccotr,itio1\
of expression. \Vhile I wns yet ob~en'ing him,
the door opened, nod Jacob brought in the sup.
per. ll.is master then closed his book, rOS<', and
with more counesy of mannc1· than be had yet
shown, in~ited me to the table.
A dish of hnm and e(!gs, a l o&f of brown
b1-c11d, nnd a boulc of udmirnblo sherry, wero
placed before me.
" I hn,·c but the homeliest form-house fare
to offer you, sir," 8nid my entcr1.11iner. "Your
nprctite, I crust, will make up for the deficiencies of onr lareler."
I had already fallen upon tho ,·iancls, noel now
protested, with the enthusiasm of n starving
sportsman, that I hnd nenr eaten anything FO
delicious.
H e bowed stiffiy, and sat clown to his own
supper, which consisted, primitil·cly, of n jug
of milk and a basin of porridge. W c ntc in silence, nod, when we had done, Jncoh rcmo,•ed
the trnv. I then drew my- chair back to the fir<'sidc. i\ry l1ost, somewb·a1 to my surprise, did
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the same, nnd tnnting abrnptly towards me, wide :md so various. A ttcstcd by nll races of
said:
men, in all ages, nnd in all climates, by the so"Sir, I b anl lived here in strict retirement berest sages of antiquity, by the rudest snn1ge
for tlu-ee-and-twenty years. During that time, of to-day, by the Christian, the Pagan, the PanI have not seen as mnny strange faces, and I theist, the l\'laterialist, this phenomenon is trcat,have not read a single newspaper. You are the ed as a nursery talc by the philosophers of onr
first srranger who bas crossed my threshold for century. Circumstnntia.l evidence weighs with
more than four years. W ill yon fa,·om· me wiLh them as a feather in the balance. The compara few ,vords of information respecting that out- ison of causes with effects, howe,er valuable in
er world from which I have parted company so physical science, is put nside as worthless and
long?''
tmrelinble. The evidence of competent wit"Prny interrogate me," I replied. " I am nesses, l1owever couclusj,·e in a court of justice,
heartily at your service."
counts for-nothing. He who panses,beforc he
He bent his hend in acknowledgment; leaned pronounces is condemned as a tdHer. He who
forward, with his elbows resting on his knees believes is a dreamer or a fool."
and bis chin supported in the palms of his
He spoke with bitterness, ancl, having snid
l1auds ; stared fixedly into the fire; ancl pro- thus, relapsed for some minutes into silence.
ceeded to question me.
Presently he mised his l1ead from his hands, and
His faquiries related chieffy to scientific mat- added, with nu altered voice and manner,
ters, with the later progress of wl1ich, as ap" I, sir, paused, im·cstigntcd, belicYcd, and was
plied to the practical purposes of life, he was not nshamecl to state my convictions to the
almost wliolly unacquainted. No student of world. I , too, was branded as a visionnry, held
science myself, I replied as well as my slight np to riclicule by my contemporaries, and hootinformation permitted ; bnt tho task was for ed from th:it field of science in which I ha<l lafrom easy, and I WIIS mucl, relieved wJ1en, bonred with_honour du1·ing all tl1e best years of
J>a.ssing from interrogation to discussion, be be- my life. These things happened just threc-anclgan pouring forth his own couclus;ous upon twenty years ngo. Since then, I Jiave liYcd as
the facts which I had been attempting to place you see me lhing now, and the worlcl hns forbefore him. He talked, ancl I listened spell- gotten me, as I have forgotten the world. Yon
bound. He talked till I believe he almost f0t·- ha,,e my histo1·y."
got my presence, and only thought aloud. I
"lt is a very sad ooe,"I murmured, scarcely
had never heard anything like it then; I have knowing wbnt to answer.
uever heard anythfog like it since. Familiar
" I t is n Yery common one," he replied. "I
with all systems of nil philosophies, subtle i n have only suffered for the truth, as many a betanalysis, boltl in generalisation, he poured forth ter and wiser man has suffered before me."
his thoughts in an uninterrupted stream, nnd,
He rose, ns if deskons of ending tho com·erstill leaning forward in the same moody attitude sation, aud went ornr to the window.
with his eyes fixed apon the fire, wandered from
" It hus ceased snowing," ho obsen·ed, as he
topic to topic, from specnlntion to speculation, dropped the curtain, and came back to the firelike an inspired dreamer. From practical sci- side.
<mce to mental philosophy; from electricity in
'}Ceased !'' I exclaimed, starting eagerly to
the wire to electricity in the nerve; from Watts my feet. "Oh, if it were only possible- but
to Mesmer, from Mesmer to Reicheubach, from no! it is hopeless. E Ycn if I could find my way
Reichenbach to Swedenborg, Spinoza, Condillnc, ·across the moor, I could not walk twenty miles
Descartes, Berkeley, Aristotle, P lato and the to-night."
:Magi nod mystics of the East, were transitions
"Walk twenty miles to-night'. " repeated my
which, however bewildering in their variety and host. " What are you thinking of?"
scope, seemed easy and l1armonious upon his
"Of my wife," I repli~d, impatiently. "Of
lips as sequences in music. By. and-by-I for- my young wife, who does not know that I hn,•e
get now by what link of conjecture or illustra- lost my way, and who is at this moment breaktion- he passed on to that field which lies be- ing her hen rt with suspense and terrnr."
yond the boundary line of eYcn conjectnral phi"Where is she?"
losophy, and reaches no man knows whither.
" At Dwolding, twenty miles nway."
He spoke of the soul and its aspirations; of the
"At D wolcling," lie ecl1oecl, thoughtfully.
spirit and its powers; of second sight; of proph- "Yes, the distance, it is trne, is twenty miles;
ecy ; of those phenomena whiel1, unacr the but-nre you so very anxious to save the next
1111mes of ghosts, spectres, and supernatural ap- six or eight hours?"
JJenranccs, have been deniecl by the sceptics and
"So ,·ery, very anxious, that I woulcl girn
attested by the credulous of all ages.
ten guineas at this moment for a guide and a
"The world," he said, "grows hourly more horse."
nnd more sceptical of all that lies beyond its own
"Your wish cnn be grati lied at a less costly
narrow radius; and our men of science foster rnte," s11id he, smiling. "Tho night mail from
the fatal tendency. They condemn as fable all the north , which changes horses at Dwolding,
thnt resists experiment. They reject as false all pnsses within liYe miles of this spot, and will
1hat cannot be brought to the test of the labora- be due at a certain cro~s-roncl in about an hour
tory or the dissecting-room. Against what su- and a quarter. If Jacob were to go with yon
perstition have they waged s.-, Jong nnd obstinate across the moor, ancl put yon into the old coacha war, 11:>ngainstthe belief in apparitions? And road, yon could find your way, I suppose, to
yet what superstition has maintained its hohl where it joins the new one?"
"Ensi'i_,·- gladly."
upon the minds of men so long: and so Jlrmly?
Ile smilecl again, rang the bell, gaYe the old
$how me any fact fo physics, in history, in arcbreology, whiel1 is supported by testimony so servnut his directions, and, taking a bottle of
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I watched the light of his lantern till it quite
whisky ftnd a wine-glass from the cupboard irl
disappeared, and then turned to pursue my way
which he kept his chemicals, said :
"The snow lies deep, and it will be difficult alone. 'l'his was no longer matter of the slightwalking to-night on, the moor. A gla..ss of us- est difficulty, for, despite the dead dnrkness overhead, the line of stone fence showed distinctly
quebnugh bcforo you start?"
· I would have declined the spirit, but be pressed enough against the pale gleam of the snow.
it 011 me, nod I drank it. It weat down my !low silent it seemed now, with only my footthroat like liquid flame, and almost took my steps to listen to ; how silcnc and how solitary l
A strange disagreeable sense of loneliness stole
breath away.
"It is strong," he said ; " but it will help to over me. I walked faster. I hummed it fragkeep out the cold. And now you have no mo- ment of a tune. I cast up enormous sums in my
bend, and accumulated them at compound interments to spare. Good night!"
I thanked him for liis hospitality, and would est. 1 did my best, in short, to forget the starthave shaken hands, but t,hat he bad turned ling speculations to which I had but just been listaway before I could finish my sentence. In an- ening, and, to some extent., I succeeded.
Meanwhile the night air seemed to become
other mim1te I had traversed the hall, Jacob had
Jocked the outer door behind me, and we were colder and colder, nod though I walked fast I
found
it impossible to keep myself warm. My
ottt on the white 1viclo moor.
Alth011gh the wind bad fallen, it was still bit- feet were like ice. I lost sensation in my liands,
tcrly cold. Not a star glimmcrod in tbc black and grasped my gun mechanically. I even
vault ovcrl1ead. Not a sound, sa,•c the rapid brentlic<l with ctifficnlty, as though, instead of
crmicl1ing ofrhe snow beneath our feet, disturbed traversing a quiet north conntry hilthway, I were
the henry stillness of the night. Jacob, not too scaling the uppermost heights of some gii:antic
well pleased with his mission, shambled on be- Alp. This last symptom becnme presently so
fore iu sullen silence, his lantern in his hand, distres,sing, that I was forced to stop for a few
and his shadow at his feet. I followed, with my minutes and lean against the stone fence. .As
gun over my shoulder, as little inclined for con- I did so, I chnnccd to look back up the road, and
1·ersation as himself. l\fy thoughts were full of there, to my infinite relief, l saw a distant point
my late host, His voice yet 1·ang in my cars. of light, like the gleam of nu approaching lanHis eloquence yet held my imagination captive. tern. I at first concluded that Jacob bad reI remember to this day, with surprise, how my traced his steps· and followed me; b11t eYen as
over-excited brain retained whole sentences and the conjecture presented itself a second light
parts of sentences, troops of brilliant images, and flashed into sight-a light evidently parallel wit.It
fragments of splendid reasoning, in the Yery the first, and approaching at the same rate of
words in which he had uttered them. Musing motion. I t needed no second thought to show
thus over what I had heard, and striving to re- me that these must be the caniage-lnmps of some
call a lost link lterc and there, I strode on at the prirnte vehicle, though it seemed strange that
heels of my guide, absorbed and unobservant. any private vcl,iclc ~hould take a road professed- _
l'resently-at the end, us it seemed to me, of ly disused and dangerous.
There could be no doubt, however, of the fact,
only a few minutes-he came to a sudden ltnlt;
for the lamps grew larger and brighter every moand said :
" Yon's your road. Keep the stone fence to ment, and I eYcn fancied I could already sec the
your right hand, and you can't fail of the way." dark outline of the caniage between them. It
was coming up very fast, nnd quite noiselessly,
"This, then, is the old coach-road?"
the snow being nearly a foot deep under the
"Ay, 'tis the old coach-road."
"And how far do I go before I ren<l)i the wheels.
And now the body of the vehicle became discross-rnads ?"
tinctly visible behind the lamps. Jt looked
"Nigh upon three tnile."
I pulled out my purse, nnd be became more strangely lofty. A sudden suspicion flashed upon
me. Was it possible that I hnd passed the crosscommunicative.
"The road's a fair road enough," said he, "for roads in tbe dark without observing the signfoot passengers; but 'twas oYer steep and nar- post., and could this be the very coach which I
row for the northern traffic. You'll mind where had come to meet?
No need to ask myself that question a second
tho parapet's broken away, close again the signpost. It's never been mended since the acci- time, for here it came round the bend of the road,
guard and driver, one outside passenger, and four
dent."
steaming greys, all wrapped in a soft haze of
" Whnt accident?"
"Eh, the night mail pitclicd right over into light, tl1rough which the lamps blazed out, like a
the mlley below-a gude fifty feet an' more- pair of fiery meteors.
I jumped forward, w,wecl my bat, and shouted.
just at l,he worst bit o' road in the whole conuThe mail came down at full speed, and passed
ty."
me. For a moment I feared that I had not been
"Horrible! Were many lives lost?" .
"All. Four were found dead, and t'other two seen or heard, but it was only for a moment.
The coachman pulled up; the gnurd, muffled to
died next morning."
the eyes in capes and comforters, l\nd apparently
"How long is it since this happened?"
sound asleep in the rnmble, neither answered my
" J ust nine year."
"Near the sign-post-, you say? I will bear it hail nor made the slightest effort to dismount;
the outside passenger did not even tarn his l1cad.
in mind. Good night."
"Gude nignt, sir, and thankee." Jacob JlOCk- I opened the door for myself, and looked in.
etcd his ha\f-erown, made a faint pretence of There were but three travellers inside, so I stcprouching bis hat, and trudged back by the wny 1ied in, shut the door, slipped into the vacant corner, and congrntu'lated myselfon my good fortune.
he had come.
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Tl,e atmosphcl'e of the coach seemed, if pos- I pnssed my hand across my brow. I turned to
sible, colder than that of the outer air, and was the pns,enger on the scat beside my own, and
pcr~aded by a singularly damp aud disagreeable saw - oh Hearnn ! how shall I describe what I
smell. I looked round at my follow-passengers. saw? I saw that he was no li,·ing man-that
They were all three, men, nnd all silent. They none of them were Jiving men, like myself! A
did not seem to be asleep, but each leaned back pale phosphorescent light-the light of put.r ein his corner of the vehicle, as if absorbed in his faction-plnycd upon their nwfnl faces; upon
own reflections. I attempted to open a conver- their hair, dank with the dews of the gnl\"c ;
sation.
upon their clothes, earth-stained nnd droppitig
"How intensely cold, it is to-night," I said, to pieces; upon their hands, which were as the
addressing my opposite neighbour.
hnnds of corpses long buried. Only their eyes,
Ile lifted his head, looked at me, but made no their terrible eyes, were living; and those eyes
reply.
were aU turned memicingly upon me.
"The winter," I added, "seems to have beA shriek of terror, a wild unintelligible cry
gun in earnest."
for help and mercy, burst from my lips as I
Although the corner in which he sat was so flung myself against the door, nod strove in nin
dim that I could distinguish none of his feat- to open it.
ures very clearly, I saw that his eyes were still
In that single instant, brief and vfrid ns a
turned full upou rue. And yet he answered landscnpe beheld in the flash of snrumcr lightnever a word.
ning, I saw the moon shining down through a
At any other time I shonld have felt, and rift of stormy cloud-the ghastly sign-post rearperhaps expressed, some annoyance, but at the ing its warning finger by the wayside-the
moment I felt too ill to do either. The icy broken parapet-the plunging horses-the black
coldness of the night air had struck a chill to gulf below. Then, the coach reeled like a ship
my very marrow, aad the strange smell inside at sea. '!'hen, came a mighty crash- a sense
the coach wns affecting me with an itliolerable of crushing pain-and tl1en, darkness.
nausea. I shivered from head to foot, and,
turning to my left-baud neighbour, asked if he
It seemed as if years had gone by when I
had auy objection to an open window?
awoke one morning from n deep sleep, and
He neither spoke nor stirred.
found my wife watching by my bedside. I will
I repeated the question somewhat more loud- pass o,•cr the scene that ensued, and gil·c you,
ly, but with the same result. Then I lost pn- in half a dozen words, the tale she told me with
tience, and let the sash down. As I did so, the tears of thanksgiving. I had fallen over a precleather strap broke in my band, and J observed ipice, close against th~ junction of the old eo(lehthat the glass was covered with a thick coat of rond and the new, and had only been stwed
mildew, the accumulation, apparently, of years. from certain death by lighting npon a deep
My attention being thus drawn to the condition snowd,ift t,hat hnd accumulated nt the foot of
of tho conch, I examined it more narrowly, and the rock beneath. In this snowdrift I was dissaw by the uncertain light of the outer lamps covered at daybreak, by a couple of spepherds,
that it was in the fast state of dilapidation. EY- wlto carried mo to the nearest shelter, and
ery part of it was not only out of repair, but in brought a surgeon to my aid. The surgeon
a condition of decay. The sashes splintered at found me in a state of rn\"ing delirium, with a
a touch. The ]cat.her fittings were crusted over broken arm and n compound fracture of the
with mould, and literally rotting from the wood- skull. The letters in my pocket-book showed
work. The floor was almost breaking away my name and address; my wife wns summoned
beneath my feer. The whole machine, in short, to nm·se me; nud, thank$ to youth and a fine
was fonl witT1 damp, and had evidently been constitution, I came out of danger nt last. The
dragged from some outhouse in which it ha(l pince of my fall, I need scarcely say, wns pre.
been mouldering away for years, to do another ciscly that at wl1ich n frigl1tful accident had hap..
day or two of <ln l y on the roads.
pencd to the n orth mnil nine years before.
I turned to the third passenger, whom I had not
I never told my wife the fearful events which
yet addressed, and hazarded one more remark. I ba,·c just related to you. I told tho surgeon
"This coach," I said, "is in a deplorable who attended me; bnt he t,rcatcd the whole adcondition. The regular mail, I suppose, is un- ''enture as n mere dream born of the fe,·c1· in
der repair?"
my brain. We discussed the qnestion over and
He moved his head slowly, and looked me in over ngaiu, until we found that we conld discuss
the face, without speaking a word. I shall ne,·- it with temper no longer, and then we dropped it.
cr forget that look while I live. I turned cold Others may form what conclusions they pleHsc
at heart under it. I turn cold at heart eycn -11.~1ow that twenty years ago I was the fourth
no,y when I recall it. Bis eyes glowed with a inside passenger iu that Phantom Conch.
fiery unnatural lustre. His face was livid as
the face of a corpse. His bloodless lips were
drawn back as if in the agony of death, and
showed the gleaming teeth between.
VJ.
The words that I was abont to utter died upon
my lips, and a strange horror - a dreadful hor- ANOTlrER l'AST _LODGER.. REUTES _cF.RTAIN l'AS•
ror-camc upon me. My sight had by this
SAGES TO IU,R HUSBAND.
rime become used to the gloom of the coach,
(l?S'l'RODUCTORY NOTE llY MAJOR .JACK~[AN.
and I could see with tolerublc distinctness. I I The country clergyman and his quiet and bettnrued to my opposite neighbour. He, too, was ter than pretty wife, who occupied my respectlooking nt me, with the 1;amc startling pallor in ed friend's second floor for two spring months
his face, and tl1c same stony glitter in his eyes. ' of fonr successive years, were objects of great
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interest, both with my respected friend 11nd with
There might hn\'C been a diffi cully in finding
me. One evening wc took tea ,dtb them, and a curalc who would lh·e up at l{,ulingbope, with
JrnppcncJ to speak of II pretty wilful-looking no other socinl intercourse than could be obtainyoung creature and her husband - friends of ed by n long march into the peopled plain below
thcu-s-who J1nd dined with them on the pre- us; but 1 knew nfterwnrds thni the church, so
vious d11y. "Ah!" snid the clergymnn, taking fnr ns my father's shnre in it wns concerned, hnd
his wife'~ h:md very tenderly in his; "thereby lieen built for you. Yon were just inking orders,
hangs a talc. Tell it to our good friends, my ,md you had n. plcns:mt rcmcmlirnnce of tl,o
dear." "1 et1n addrc•s it, o,~en," Sllid his wife, lnrge old rnmbling hnlf-timber house where you
l1esi1ating, "10 nobod)• but you." •'.Add ress it, bnd ~pent some months. of your childhood; so
1
then, to 1ue, my darling," s."lid he, "n.nd Mrs. when we wrote to you rhnt your dwelling would
Lirripcr nod the :Mnjor will be none the worse be in oar own house, your study being the blue
listeners." So sbc went on as follow~ with bcr pnl'lour which looked down tl10 green sheltered
hand resting in bis nil the tiwe. ::;igncd, J. dell where the young lnwbs were folded, you nnJACKlUN.]
swered that yon would gladly tnkc the charl(e,
1111d live with us ngnin on the sweet, free hen1hTho first time I saw you again, nfrcr the cry uplands, where you h:id brcnthed in health
years long nod many which had pnssed o,·cr nnd strength in your enrly boyhood.
us since our childhootl, I wus wnt.ching for you
You were grave nud studious, nnd withal so
on tho pcuk of the J1ill, from whence I rould see simple-hearted, tbut the seclusion and the primfurthest down the _steep nnd shady lane along irivc manners of our hamlet mndo it a ,·erv Eden
which yon were coming up to our hamlet from to you. You bnd nc,·cr forgotten our old Jinuots,
the plain below me. ;\II dny I hnd been aux- nnd we r evisited them together, for in the first
ious tbnt when you arrh•cd, our hills, which yon moment of onr greeting you had fallen into your
must hnvo forgotten, should put on their most habit of dependence upon me, nnd of demanding
gorgeous beauty; but now tl1e sunset wns come my companionship, as when you were n dclicnto
which would le.we us the bare and grey outlines boy of ~ix ycm-s, nnd In stronj!, l1enllby, mountof the rocks only, and, from the kindling sky ain girl three ycnrs older. 'l'o me only, could
there fdl hara of golden sunshine, with darker you utter your thoughts freely, for your naturnl
rays underlying them, slaoting down U)C slopes shynebs closed your lips to strangers; and nll
of tho mountain, nnd touching every rounded were stmngera to you, cl'en those" ho hnd known
k noll and little dimpling dell with such n. glory, yon for a lifetime, if they did not possess tho
that c1•en the cr·mson and purple tints of t he touch of sympmhy whicl, your ~pirit needed bebudding bilberry wires fnr away townrJs 1bc IC\'- fore it would vpcu it~ treasures. Up on the hillel tnble-lnnd where the summits blended, glow- side, when the stcndy noontide seemed as uned, nnd burned under the farewell light. Just changcnble ns the e,-erlasting rocks about n~, or
then there came a shout of welcomc, like the when the tremulous dusk stoic with silent slmdshout of hnn •cst-homc, ringing np through the ows over the fading headlands, you and I sut
quic~ nir, nnd, straining my shaded eyes to catch together, while I listened to 1he um·escn·e<J out1he first Jllimpsc, I snw you walking in the midst pourings of your thoughts nnd fancies, bo) ish
of a band of ow· sturdy, sunburnt villngcrs, with sometimes, for you were young still, bot in my
the snme slight nnd dolicnte-looking frnmc, and hcnrt there was an ever-growing tenderness, nnd
pnle, grnve plcnsant face, n.nd shy aml timid mnn- cnrc for you, which could find no flaw, nnd feel
ncr th11t wore yours when we were boy nncl girl no weariness. You were opt to bo unmindful of
t ogether.
the hours, a nd i i wns I wbo mndo it my d uty 10
Our liulo lmmlet had gathered itself from ,1·nlch their fligl1~ for you, nnd sec 10 it that tho
t ime to time, without nny special plnn or pur- pmyer-bell, the 8illJllC bell-thnt hung under n
pose, upon one of the lower telT3ces of our elm;. little 1 cot-roof ngniost the church, should bo
ter of mountnius, sepnrntcd from the nearest vii- tolled nt the due time; for Mr. Vernon, in conJages by n wide t ract of land, only to be crossed siderntion of m1r heathenish conclition, made it
by steep, stony, decp-rnttcd Innes, overhung with n. point t bnt tho evening scrt·icc should be 1·cnd
wild hedgerows, and almost impnss.nblc ill tbe three times n. week. .And as it wns needful rhnt
winter. During the summer, when the faint our household sliould set a pnttern to the rest
tones of the bells ofour parish church ,~ere borne of the ,·illngcrs, nnd it interfered with my fn.
up to us on the calm nir, n little procession of tl,cr's e,·cning piJl(', and my mother could not be
us, tho girls nod children riding on rough bili- troubled to ch:tnge lier nf1ernoon rnp for her
JJonics, were wont to wiud clown the luncs to t he . ch11rcl1 bonnet, it nlwnys fell to my lot to wnlk
Sunday morning service; bu1. in winter no one I with yon-do you 1·cmcmber ?-only a few hnnthougbt of the pilgrimngc, unless i:omc of the drcd yard~ or so nloni; the brow of the hill, to the
young men hnd swccthenrts in the Yillngc whom lit1le clmrch.
they hoped to meet nt church. Mr.Vernon, the
I wns nbout to Eny thnt it wns the hnppiest
rector, being nn archdeacon, hardly loss tlrnn n I time of my life; but nil true life is gain; nnd
bishop in dignity n.nd importance, wns deeply the sorrows thnt bcfol 11s are none other t han
disu·cssei.1 nt tho heathenish darknc.'<!< of his solrmn mns..l,tvc fonndnrion-stonc~ laid low i n
moumain district; nnd he and my father, who unfothomnble J?loom, that a mcm,urclCEs couowned the great hill-form, which gnrc employ- tent mny be built upon them. You remember
ment to the people of our hnmlet, nt ln~t bnilt tho first bnrial-se1-Yice yon hn.d to read, when
the little red-brick church, with no tower, and yon besongltt me to stand beside you nt t he
smaller thnn our barn, which stnnds upon the I open grnve, bccn.11so never hcforc hnd t he
point of tho mountnin terrnc<>, ovcrlookir,ll the mournful words been uttered by your liJ,S. I t
i:rcnt plnin tlrnt st~ctcbes away from our feet up wn~ only the foncrnl of n little child, nnd t(io
10 the very for born:on.
I tiny gr:ivc, when the clods were hcnpcd upon 11,
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was no larger than a molehill in the meadows;
yet your voice faltered, and your hands trembled
ns you. cast this first small seed into that God's
Acre of ours. The autumn night set in while
we lingered in silence beside the nameless coffin, long after the mother and her companion
who bad brought it to its solitary grnve had
turned away homeward. I t was the flapping
of wings close beside us that caused us to lift up
our eyes, and from tlie fir-trees above us four
rooks flew home across the darkening sky to
their nests in the plafa below. You know how
of old the flight of birds would fill me with
vague superstitions, and just then the heavy
flnttcriug of their dusky wfogs overhead, as
they beat the nir for their start, caused a sudden tremor and shudder to thrill through me.
"'What ails you, J ane?" you asked.
"Nothing ails me, Mr. Scott," I said.
"Call me Owen," yon answered, laying your
hand upon my arm, and looking strai~ht into
my eyes, for we were of the same height, and
stood level with one another: " I do not like to
hear you call me anything but Owen. Ha,,e
you forgotten bow we used tO play together?
Do yon remember how I fell into the sheeppool when we were alone in the valley, and yon
wasted no time in fruitless cries, but wadccl in
at once, and drugged me out of the water?
Yott would carry me home in your strong arms,
though tho path was along the bill-side, and
yon had to rest every few minutes; while I
looked up into your rosy face with a :very peaceful feeling. Your face is not rosy now, Jane."
How could it be, while your words brought
such a d nil heavy pain to my heart? I seemed
suddenly to be so many, many years older than
you! Sometimes of late I had detected myself
reckoning your age and mine by the month, and
the day of the month, and always finding, with
a pang faint and slight, that you were indeed so
many years younger than I. Yet the l1eart
takes little heed of nge. And I, for tho quiet
life I had Jed among the mountains, just one
regular sin~le round of summer and winter,
coming stealthily and uncounted in their tum
from season to season, might have been little
more than some ye~ing creature, that l1as seen
but one spring-time and felt the frosts of but
oue Christmas. While you, with your great
acquirements of learning, and the weighty
thoughts that had already wrinkled your broad
forehead, and the bmden of study that had
bowed down your young shonlders, seemed to
have borne the full yoke or the years which had
laid so gentle a touch upon me.
"I remember very well, Owen," I said; " I
was proud of having you to take charge of.
But you must go in now: the fog is rising, and
yon are not over strong."
I spoke with the old tone of authority, and
you left me, standing alone beside the little
grave. The churchyard extended to the very
edge of the stoop bill, which looked far aud
wide over the great plain. It was hidden now
by a white lake of mist flsiating beneath me,
upon which the hunting-moon, rising slowly behind the eastern hills, shone down with cold
pale beams; for the harvest was 01•er, and the
heavy October fogs gathered in the valleys, and
bung in light clouds about the fading coppices
in the hollows of the mountains. I turned,

41

heart-sick to the little open grav.e , the fit-,;t in
the new graveyard, which was waiting unm the
sheep were herded for tho sexton to fill it np
for ever with the clods; the b,iby hauds and
feet folcled there in eternal rcst1 bad never been
stained with selfishness, and the baby lips, sealed
in eternal silence, bad uttered never a word of
bitterness. So, I said, looking down sadly into
the narrow tiny grave, so shall it be with my
love; I 1,>Ury it here while it is yet pure and
unselfish, like a seed sown in God's Acre; and
from it shall spring a plentiful harvest of happiness for Owen, and of g1·cat pence for myself.
It may be that the autumn fog was more
harmful than usual, for I was ill after that
night with my first scriou.s illness; not merely
ailing, but h:mging doubtfulJy between life and
death. I grew to t.bink of our summer months
together us of a time long since pnsscd, nnd almost enwrappcd in forgetfulness. My mother
laughed when I stroked her grey hair with my
feeble fingers, and told her I felt older than she
wns.
"Nny," she said, "we must have yon younger
and bonnier than ever, Jnne. We must see
what we can do for you before yon come down
stairs and meet Owen. Poor Owen ! Who
would have clrerunt that he could be more heartbroken and disconsolate than Jane's o,vn mother? Poor Owen!"
My mother was smiling signiftcnntly, and
looking keenly at me over her glasses, but I saitl
nothiug; only turned away my face from her
scrutiny to the frosted window, where winter
had trneed its delicate patterns upon the lattice panes.
"Jane," she went on, clasping my fingers in
hers, "don't you know that we all wish it,
Owen's father, and yours, and me? We thought
of it before he came here. Owen is poor, but
we have enough for both of yon, and I love him
like my own son. Yon need never leave t-be
old home. Jane, don't yon love Owen?''
"But I am older than he is," I whispered.
" A marvellous difference," she si1id, with
another laugh; "so am I older than father, but
who could tell it was so now ? And what does ·
it matter if Owen lo,·es you?"
I wish t-o cast no blame on you, but there was
much in your conduct to feed the sweet delusion which brought fresh health and strengt.11 t-0
me. You called my mother, "Mother." You
sent fond messages by her, which lost nothlng
in tone or glance by he1· delighted repetition of
them. Yon considered no walk too far to get
flowers for me from the gardens in the plain
below. ,vhen I grew well enough to come
down stairs you received me with a raptul'e of
congratulation. You urged that the blue parlour, with its southern aspect and closely-fitting
wainscot., was the warmest room in the house,
and yon would not be satisfied until the great
chintz-covered sofo. with its soft cushions was
lifted out of its corner, and planted upon the
hearth, for me to lie there, watching yon wbile
yon ,~re busy among your books; and many
times a day you read some sentence aloud, or
brought a volume to my side that I might look
over the same page, while you waited patiently
as my slower eyes and brain were longer than
yours in taking in the sense. E"en when you
were away at the rectory-for during my illness
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vou had begun to spend your evenings there, me a rash selfishness. Evon I tliought at tim<'s
~vhen you bad no church duty-I sat in your that half Adelaide's love for you sprang from
study, with your books about me, in which pnre contrariness and childish romance, j 11H
there were passages marked out for me. to read. feeding upon the opposition it met with. U ow
I smoothed your path for )'Oil; how, witliont
I lingered over getting well.
I was lying on the sofa one evening, wrapped suffering the coldness of disappointment to creep
in my mother's white shawl, and just passing over me, I sought your happiness in your own
into a dreamy slumber, when I heard you enter- wny as if it had been mine also; you partly
ing from one of your visits t-0 the rectory. I know. So we prevailed at last.
In spite of all my smothered pain, it wns
cannot toll why I did not rouse myself, u nless
it seemed to me only as part of a dream, but pleasant to see you watch the building of yonr
you crossed the floor noiselessly, and stood be- little parsonage, the square reel brick house besido me for a minute or two, looking down- side "the chttrch, with the doors and windows
1 feli it-upon my changed face, and closed eye- pricked out with blue tcssclated tile-work. H
lids. Had I been asleep I shoultl never hal'e felt was not a stone's throw from onr home, and t!tc
the light, timid, fluttering touch of your lips blue parlour saw little of your presence, and the
upon mine. But my eyes opened. at once, and dust gathered on the books you had been wonr
to read. Ent you would have me to share your
you fell back.
"'What is it., Owen ?" I asked you calmly, for exul tation. Whenever the Jari;:e beams were
I felt as if by instinct that the caress was not for being fitted into your roof, or the cope-st()lleK
b11ilt into your walls, or the blue tiles set round
me. '' 'Why did you kiss me, Owen?"
"I wonder I never did it before," you said, your windows, I must look on with you, aml
"yon are so like a sister to me. I have no other hearken to yonr fears lest the home should ha
sister, Jane, and my mother died when I was unworthy of Adelaide. All my sad thoughts fo1· clay after day you were setting yo11r foot
very young."
You stood opposite to me in the bright fire- upon my heart- I worked away in bttsy labonr
light with a face changing mid flushing like a at your h ouse, and in wistful contrivances to
girl's, and II happy yonthful bnoyant gladness make the little nest look elegant and pretty i11
in it very different to your uwally quiet aspect. tlie siglit of Adelaide Vernon.
Your marriage was to be on the Tuesday, nncl
As I looked at you the old pain returned like a
on the Monday I went down with you to the
forgotten burden upon my heart.
"I am so happy," yon said, crossing 01•er the rectory. The place had become fnmiliar to yon,
all bnt the long low southern wing, with its
hearth again, and kneeling down beside me.
" Is it anything you can tell me, dear Owen?" blank walls ivy-grown, and with its windows
I said, Jnying my band upon your hair, and won- opening upon the other sicle oYer a wide slrnldering even then at the whiteness and thinness low mere, fed IVith the waters of a l1uncln,,l
of my poor fingers. The door behind you was mountain brooks. T hey were l\'lrs. V crnou ·s
opened quietly, but you did not hear it, aucl my apartments, built for lier during bcr protrnctcil
mother stood for an instant iu the doorwav smil- and seemingly j1opeless malady, for he1· husband
ing on us both; I felt keenly how she·would had promised her that she should never be remove.d from under his roof. She kept them numisunderstand.
Then you spoke to me, shyly at first, but gath- der her own charge, rarely suffering any foot to
ering confidence, of Adelaide Vernon. I knew enter them, and Mr. Vernon drew me aside
her well : a little lovely grnccful creature, ·w ith when we reached the house, and implored me
coquettish school- girl ways, which displayed to venture upon making my way, if possible, io
themselves even at church, though her black his wife, who had shut herself up i n them since
brnwed and swarthy aunt sat beside her in the the previous c1•cniug, and bad refused to admit
rector's pew. While you spoke, growing elo- even him. I crossed the long narrow passage
quent with II lover's rhapsodies, the fair young which separated them frnm the rest of the dwellface, with its pink and white tints, 1md soft dain- ing, and rapped gently at the door, and after a
ty beauty, rose up before me; and your praises minute's silence I heard Mrs. Vernon's voiee
seemed to flood my aching heart like a wide asking, "Who is tliere ?"
"Only J ane Meadows," I answered.
breaking in of water, which' rolled desolately
I was a favourite with her, and after a slight
against me.
I need not remind yon of t.I1c opposition your hcsitntion, the door was opened, and Mrs. Verlove met. Mr. Vernon was averse to marrying non stood before me: her tall and powerful fighis portionless niece to his poor curate o{ Rat- ure wrapped in a dressing-gown, which left the
linghope ; but his disapproval was nothing to sine,vy arms bare to the elbow, while the thick
the vehement rage with which Mrs. Vernon, who locks of h er black hair, j ust streaked with grey.
had other views for Adelaide, set her face ng ainst fe ll dishevelled abont her swarthy face. The
it. The rector came up to our house, and told us room behind her was littered from end to end,
-you remember ?-with tears wrung from him, and the fire at which she hnd been sitting wo,
proud and reticent man as he was, that he dread- choked up with cinders, while the window, tared nothing less than n return of that fearful nished with dust., gave no glimpse of the moo mmalady ol' madness, ~hich had kept his wife 11 ain lan\lscape beyond. She returned to her chnir
prisoner for years under bis own roof. There before the fire, and surveyed me with a sullen
was as bitter, but a more concealed resentment frown from under h er reddened eyelids. T ho
in our own household, which you only felt in- trembli ng of her limbs, muscular as they were.
directly and vaguely. I learned now with what and the glistening of her face, tolcl me not more
a long premeditated plan your father and mine surely than the faint and sickly odour pervadini;
had schemed for our marriage. Your poor fool-· the room, that she had been taking opium .
" J anc," she cried, with a burst of maudlin
ish love seemed to every one but yourself and
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tears, which she did not attempt to conceal, deep still tnrns, black with shadows, and hedged
"come here, nnd sit do,rn beside me. I am so in by 1·e cdy thickets. And there were narrow
miserable, Jane. Your mother was hc1·e on rifts, cle:wing fnl' down into the living stone of
Saturday, telling me that you love Owen Scott, the mountai11 range, and oYergrowu with bramand everybody wanted him to marry you. Ade- bles, where the slJepberds sometimes heal'd their
laide, the poor little painted doll, is not fit to be lambs bleating piteously, out of sight or reach
his wife, and she will make him wretched. And of help, until the dreary moan died away fr.om
you will be miserable, like all of us."
the careless echoes. "Children have been lost
My heart sank at the thought of your wretch- there," cried Mrs. Vernon, wringing her hands
edness. "I am not miserable," I replied, thrO\\•- distractedly; and if Adel.aide had wandcre.d nwlly
ing my own nrrns round her, and looking up into in the darkness, she might be lying now dead in
her wrathful eyes. "You don't know how strong the depths of the black tarns, or imprisoned nlirn
and peaceful we grow when we seek the happi- in one of the clefts of the rocks.
ness of those we love. We can not decide who
I never left your side that day; and as hour
sball lo,·o whom, and it was not God's will thnt after hour passed by, I saw a gr~y ghastly
Owen should choose mo. Let us make tl1em as change creep over your young face, as yom·
happy as we can."
heart died within yon. Mrs. Vernon kept close
She let me lead her to her scat, and tnlk to beside us, though we soon distanced eYcry other
her about yon and Adelaide in a way that tran-· seeker, and her wouderfu1 strength continued
quilised her, until she consented to dress herself unabated, eveu when your despairing energy
with my aid, and return with me to the com- was exhausted. I knew tbc mountains as well
pany assembled in the other part of the house. as the shepherds did; and from one black unBut there was something in Adelnide's whole ruffled tarn, to nnother like itself, gloomy and
conduct which tended to irritate Mrs. Vernon. secret-looking, I led you without speaking; saTe
She was playing silly pranks upon us nil, but that into every gorge, whose depth our strainespecially upon bet· gloomy aunt, about whom ing eyes could not penetrate, we called aloud,
she hovered with a fretting waywardness mingled mltil the dork dnnk walls of the gulf muttered
wit-h an unquiet tenderness, which displayed it- back the name of Adelaide. There wns no footself in numberless childish ways; but with snch weariness for us ns long ns the daylight lasted;
grace and prettiness, that none of us could find and it seemed ns if the sun could not go down
it in our hearts to chide hci·, except l\Irs. Ver- unt-il we had found her. Now and then we tarnon herself. I was glad when the time came ried upon the brow of some headland, with our
for us to leave; though yon loitered across the hnnds lifted to our ears that we might catch the
lawn, looking back every minute nt Adelaide, most distant whisper of the signal-bells; the faintwho stood in the portico: her white dress gleam- est tone that ever reached the uplands, if there
ing amid the shadow~, nnd she kissing he,· little ,vcre nny to be borne to us upon the breeze, from
hand to you with a laugh whose faint musical the church belfry in the plain far away.
Tbc search wns continued for many days; but
ringing just reached om· ears.
You slept that night, os we often sleep, un- no trace of Adelaide wns fonnd, except a Ince
witting that those ,vho are dear to us as our own cap which Jay soiled and wet with dew near to
souls arc passing through great perils. You slept., one of the tarns which we three had ,;sited;
and it was I who watched nil night, and called but without disco.ering it then. Mrs. Vernon
you eal'ly in the morning, with the news that the rallied our hopes and energies Jong after all rensun was rising o,·er the bills into a cloudless skv, sonable ground for either was lost, and then she
and that your man-iagc-day was come.
• fell into n depression of spirits which almost
We were nt the rectory betimes, yet the vil- thrcntened a renewal of her early malady. She
h-.gers had reared an arch of flowers over the collected all Adelaide's little possessions, and
g:.tes. Mrs. Vernon, dressed with unusual rich- spent many hours of each day among them in
ness and care, was watching for us at the portico, her own apartments; but she was always ready
and received us both with a grave but kindly to leave them, when you, in your sore grief, wangreeting. All tbe house was astir with the hur- dered to the old home of the lost girl ; and then
rying of many feet, and the sharp click of doors she strove to console you with a patient tenderslamming to and fro; but though you waited ness strange to see in a woman so rigid nnd
l'estlessly, no one else came near ns in the little haughty. Bttt you refused to be comforted; and
room where we three sat together, until t.he door putting on one side nll the duties of your office,
was slowly opened-yon turning to it with rap- you roamed ceaselessly about the hills; dragturous impatience~nnd Mr. Vernon enterecl and ging yourself back again almost lifeless to our
told us that Adelaide was nowhere to be found. house-for your own you would ne,·cr enter"Don't alarm yourself," said Mr. Vernon to and asking me night after night, as the sunsc~
his wife, "but Adelaide has been missing since and darkness spren<l upon the monntain\', if
daybreak; she was gone when her companions there were no place left unexplored. .As though
went to call her. You remember she used to it were possible to call back again the dead pnst,
walk in her sleep if she \\'ere much excited; and and find her yet alive among the desolate hills!
this morning the hall door was open, nod her
In the midst of it all another trouble befel ns.
bonnet was found on the way to Ratliughope. Before the new year came in, my mother fell ill
The agitation of yesterday must have caused of the sickness in which she died. I think that
this."
·
first roused you from the solitude of yonr de"She was coming to me!" yon said, with a spair. Though you could not yet front the kindTivid smile and II glow, whic:h faded as you began ly familiar faces of your old congregation, there
to realise the fact of Adelaide's disappearance. seemed to be some little break in the cloud of
The hills stretched away for m1my a mile, with hopelessness which hung about yon, in tho care
shelving rocks here and there, which hung OYCr you began to feel for her. I t was but a few days
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beforn she died, nnd after you bad been rending
to her, as she lay very feeble, and often dozing
away with weakness, that she suddenly roused
herself, and looked at you with cager eyes.
"You'll always be fond of Jane, Owen?"
"Always. She has been the truest of sisters
to me."

"Ah!" sighed my mother, "you lit.tie think
how she bas loved yon. Not one woman in a
thousand could have done as onr Jane has.
Boy, it's not possible you'll ever be lovc<l so again
on eart.h."
You bad never thonght of it before, and your
face grew paler than my mother's. I sat behind
the cnrtains, where yon could sec me though
she could not; and yon looked across at ·me
fb.edly, still keeping your station by her side.
I smiled with the tears standing in my eyes, but
with no foolish burning in my cheeks, for if it
would comfort you fa any degree, I was neither
afraid nor ashamed that you should know it.
"Ever since you came,'' my mother murmnred, "smootl1ing every stone out of your
path, and only fretting because she could not
bear eYery tronble for you! If you ever marry,
Owen, she will live only for you, and your wife
and children. You will always care for her,
Owen?"
"I will never marry any other woman," you
said, laying your lips upon my mother's wrinklc<l
hand.
I know it wns a comfort to you. Perhaps in
the suddenness and mystery of your loss, you
felt as if everything was wrecked, and nothing
1'Cmained to life but a bleak, black dreariness.
But from that hour, there was a light, very feeble, and dim and lustreless- a mere glow-worm
in the waste wilderness-which shone upon your
path. You began to return to your old duties,
though it was as if you were leaning upon me,
and trnsting to my guiding. Thero was no talk
of love between us ; it wns enough that we understood one another.
We might have gone on quietly thus, year
after year, until tl10 memory of Adelaide !ind
faded awny, but that it was not many months
before my father, who bad been younger than
my mother, and was a fine man yet, announced
to me that he was about to marry again. The
news had reached you elsewhere ; for, on the
same evening, wl1ile I was sitting alone with my
troubled thoughts, you called me into tlie blue
pnrlour, and made mQ take my old seat in the
corner of the chintz-covered sofo, while you
knelt down beside me.
"Jane," you said, very gently," I want to
offer my poor homo to you."
"No, no, Owen," I cried, looking down upon
your face, so grey and unsmmng, with dark circles under your sunken eyes, "you are young
yet, and will meet with some other woman-a
dear sister she shall ever be to me- younger
and brighter, au<l more fitted for you than I am.
You shnll not sacrifice yourself to me."
"But, Jane," you urged, and a pleasant light
clnwned iu youi· eyes, "I cannot do without you.
You know I could not go alone into yonder little house, which stands empty by the church ;
nod how could I go away from Rntlinghope,
lenving you behind me? I have no home but
where you are; and I love you more than I
ever thought to love any woman again."

:Maybe you remember what more you said;
e.-ery word is in 11iy heart to thfa day.
I thought it over in the quiet night. You
were poor, and I, inheriting my mother's fortune, conld surround you with comforts; secretly in wy judgment, there had gi·own the conviction that you wonld never be what the world
calls a prosperous man. The time was come
when we must be separnted or united for ever;
and if you parted from me, I could never more
stand between you and any sorrow. So I became your wife nearly twelve months after your
great loss and misery.
Tl1ose fil'st weeks of our marriage bad more
sunshine than I hnd ever dared to hope for.
You seemed to shake off a great burden, now
that it was il'l'evocably settled that our li,-cs
were to be passed togciher. Not a single lurking dread remained in my heart that you were
ot.hcnvise than Jiappy.
·we came back to England some days em·lier
than wo intended, for a letter reached me after
many delays; with the news that Mrs. Vernon
was ill, and implored us to hasten our return.
\Ve stayed on onr way homeward at the rcct-0ry, where I soon left yon with Mr. Vernon,
while I was conducted to the entrance of tho
long pnssage which led to Mrs. Vernon's apnrtments. Her lady, the servant said in a whisper,
was ailing more in mind than in body, and she
dared not disobey her strict orders uot to ,·enture further. I went on, for I knew her caprices;
and once again I was admitted, when she heard
me say, calling myself by your name, that it was
Jane Scott who sought entrance. There was no
new gleam of madness in her dark eyes. She
grasped my bands nervoq,sly, and held them
fast, while she questioned me about our journey,
and what your manner had been. Were you
happy? Rad you altogether ceased
grieve
for Adelaide? Was your whole love mine?
Was there perfect unalloyed content in our mutual affection?
"Jane," she said, with her lips close to my
ear, thougl1 she spoke in a loud shrill tone, " 1
had sworn that Adelaide should never marry
Owen Scott. Partly for your sake, for your mother snid it was killing you. Partly because it
was better for her to marry my rich nephew.
Jane, I must have whnt I set my mind upon, or
I should die. What was Adelaide, tbat I should
lose my life, or worse, ten times worse, lose my
reason again for her sake ? I did it for the best,
Jane. I never thought how it was to end. It
only seemed to me, if I could hide her from one
day till the next, something would happen. But
it was a long long time,• a dreadful time, fill
Owen came to tell us he was going to marry
you. You understand, Jane?"
"No, no!" I cried.
"It seemed so easy a thing to do, and best
for nil of us. I carried lier here in the night,
like the baby she is. I have never been cruel 10
her, never, Jane. But the time seemed Jong,
long, and she was wild and cunning nt first. 1
only thought of a little while, nnd afterwards I
grew afraid. Bot she will not come out now,
though I try to .rouse her. Go in, Jane, and
make her come out!"
l',lrs. Vernon drew me across the inner apartment to the door of a small cbnmber, padded
throughout, and with no opening except iuto the
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ante-room. It bad been constructed for herself
in the seasons of her wost dangerous paroxysms,
and was so carefully planned that no sound of
her wild ra\'ings could be beard, and no glimpse
of her face could be seen, through the window
which overlooked the mere. And here lay your
Adelaide asleep, wan and emaciated, with a
dimncs.~ on her golden curls, and all the rosy
tints of her beauty faded.
" She hns been taking laudanum," said 11'.Irs.
Vernon. "I gave it to her at first, when I was
compelled to be away for a long time, and now
she has a craving for it. I have ne\•er been cruel to her, Jane. She hns had everything she
wnnted."

Yon know how I came down to the library,
where yon and Mr. Vernon were sitting, and
told 1•011 and Mr. Vernon all. You know how,
while Mr. Vernon bowed his grey head upon
his hands, you stretched out your arms to me,
and cried, with an exceeding bitter cry, as if I
could find a remedy for you,'' Help me, Jane!"
Dear, my heart fluttered towards you for a
moment,' longing to be clasped in your outstretcl1cd arms, nod pour out all my love to yon,
which had ever been tongue-tied, lest you should
weary of it ; but I hnrdened myself against the
yearning. In the great mirror on the stiarcase
I scarcely knew the white-faced despairing woman, who was sweeping by, erect and stern, and
the two men with downcast heads and lingering
footsteps who were following her. You spoke no
word, either of you, but passed through the outer
apartment, with its tarnished window and sullied disorder, where Mrs. V croon sat cowering
in the furthest corner, and entered the room
within, where Adelaide lay asleep, but breathing
fitfully, as on the verge of waking. I dragged
myself (for I was faint) to the casement, which I
pushed opeo, and looked out upon the purple
hills, purple with h eather-bells, where we bad
thouglie her unknown tomb was. tlp yonder
stood our home, the home we had built for Adelaide, and which we had never yet entered; and
turning away my aching eyes from it, I looked
back again upon you, who were standing beside
her, with a depth of tender and horror-stricken
pity on your bending face.
"\,Yhetber it was the fresh air from the hills, or
some myst.erious influence of your presence penetrating her sleeping senses, we cannot tell; but
while I looked, unable to tum away my eyes
from yo11 both, her month quivered, and her
long eyelashes trembled, half opening and closing again, as if too languid to bear tbe light, until you touched her bands softly and timidly,
and breathed "Adelaide!" And she awoke
fully, with a sharp shrill cry, as if you were at
last come for her deliverance, and springing
into your arms, she clung to you, with her little
bnnds clasped round yon as though they would
never unlock again; while you laid your check
down upon her dim dishevelled curls, and I
heard you murmur, "My darling!" Yet yonder was our home, yonrs and mine, Owen; and
tho ring that was on my finger-the only one I
wore, I cared so much for it-was our marriagering.
Yott turned to me, Owen, with that full,
searching gaze, eye to eye, and soul to soul,
which we could bear from one another. Adelaide was come hack from the dead to bring to
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us greater sorrow than her death bad brought.
We saw it aU, you ancl I, while she was still
clinging to you with sobs and childish caresses,
and I stood aloof at the window. I knew how
much you bad to say to her which no other ear
might listen to. I knew what it would be wisest,
and best to do. I took 1\Ir. Vernon's arm, and
I drew him away from the room, and I left you
and Adelaide together.
I know now that it was not long before
you came to me-only ten minutes-such !\
trifle of time as one gives ungrndgingly to the
dreariest beggar on the roadside who bas a piteous tale to tell. But all the past, and nll the
dreaded future being present with me, the moments seemed endless in their immortal bitterness, until you entered the room where I had
sbut myself in alone, and coming swiftly up to
me where I stood upon the hearth, hid your face
upon my shoulder with strong sobs and tears.
"I will go away, Jane," yon said at last, "by
myself for a few days, till she is gone from here.
You will take care of her for me. She knows
all now."
"I will do anything for you," I answered,
still chary of my words, ns it was my wont to be,
lest my love should weary you.
You left me, as it was best you should do,
alone, with the charge of that perplexed household upon me; Adelaide broken in health and
spirits; Mrs. Vernon plunged into the frenzy of
her olcl malady; thP. story running far and wide
throughout the eount1-y. Every day I found my
comfort and strength in the letter that came
from you, wherein you had the generosity to Jay
bare your heart to me as frankly as ever. So
the hard task began to grow lighter; the tangled
coil to unravel itself. Mr. Vernon procured a
nurse to take care of his wife, and I accompanied
Adelaide to the distant clwelling of some friends,
where we hoped she might sooner recover her
health ; nor did I leave her until I saw her resuming her playful girlish ways, and coquettish
graces. .At Inst I was free to go home; to go
to the home you and I had built on the rock,
watching together its beams laid, and its roof
raised. But I was alone there. If Adelaide
had been your young and beautiful wife, yotl
would have crossed the threshold hand in hand,
uttering such words of welcome as would never
have died out of her memory, if it hacl been like
mine.
The jealous misgiving was unworthy of you
and myself, dear. I paced the little rooms, taking up the trinkets which you had bought anxiously and lmishly for Adelaide, and always lAying them down again with a sharper pang. Did
you wish me to die, Owen ? "\,Vas your heart
aching to t-ake her back agnin? I rested nt last
in your little study, where your books lay in
scattered heaps before the empty shelves. The
days were gone for ever wl1en we had rend them
together on the hillside, in the first careless freedom of your sojourn with us. I sat down among
them, covering my face with my hnnds, and I
heard and I saw nothing.
Nothing, my love, my dear, until your hand
rested on my head, nnd your YOicc, in hearty
cheery tones, fell on my delighted ear.
"Jane," you said, "my darlin,::, my wife!
We are come home at Inst. I menut to be here
first-, bnt it is ever you who welcome me. The
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trouble is past. I Jo,•<l yon better, Joye you
more, than eyer I loved Adelaide."
You lifted up my bend, and made m<l look into
your fac<l. It was at once peaceful and exultant, as the fnc<l of a man who has gone through
a great conflict, and come out of it more than
conqueror. You laid your Hps to mine with one
long kiss, which told me infinitely better than
words could tell, that never more need shadow
of doubt or distrust of your love fall upon my
spirit, Such as I was, you gathered me into
your inmost heart, barring it against any memory or any fancy that might betray me. The
deep foundations bad been laid, and any storm
that beat against our confidence and content
would beat against them all in vain.
Love, we have learned to speak of the past
calmly, and Adelaide bas been to see us with
her husband.

vn.
llRS. LlRRlPER RELATES HOW JEMMY TOPPED

ur.

Well my dear nnd so the evening readings of
these jottings of the Major's brought us round
11t last to the eyening when we were all packed
and going away next day, and I do assure you
that by that t.imc though it was deliciously comfortable to look forwara to the dear old house in
Norfolk-street again, I had formed quite a high
opinion of the French nation and hnd notice<!
them to be much more homely and domestic in
their families nod far more simple and amiable
in their Jiyes than I had ever been led to expect.,
and it did strike me between ourselves that iu
ono particular they might be imitated to advantage by another nation which I will not mention,
and that is in the courage with which they take
1heir little enjoyments on little means and with
little things and don't let solemn big-wigs stare
them out of countenance or speechify them dnll,
of which said solemn big,wigs I have ever had
the one opinion that I wish they were all made
comfortable separately in coppers with the lids
on and never let out any more.
"Now young man," I says to Jemmy when
we brought our chairs into the balcony that Inst
evening, "yon please to remember who was to
'top up.'"
"All i-ight Gran" says J emmy. "I am the
illustrious personage."
But he looked so serions after he had made
me that light answer, that the Major raised his
eyebrows at me and I raised mine ,it the Major.
_ "Gran and Godfather," says Jemmy, "you
can hardly think how much my mind has run on
Jlfr. Edson's death."
It gave me a little check. "Ah! It was a
6ad scene my love" I says, "and snd remembrances come back stronger than merry. But
this" I says n.ftcr a little silence, to rouse myself
and the ?ifajor nnd J emmy altogether, "is not
tOpping up. Tell us your story my dear.''
"I will" says Jemmy.
"What is the date si,· ?" snys I. "Once
upon a time when pigs drank wine?"
"No Grnn,"saysJcmmy, stillserions; "once
upon a time when the French drank wine."
Again 1 glanced at the Major, and the Major
glanced at me.

"In short, Grnn and Godfather," says Jemmy, looking up," the date is this time, and I'm
going to tell you Mr. Ed.son's story."
The flutter that it threw me in~o. The change
of colour on the part of the Major!
"Thnt is to say, you understand," our brigh1eycd boy says, "I nm going to give yon my ver.
sion of it. I shall not ask whether it's right or
not, firstly because you said you knew very little
about it, Gran, and secondly because what Httlc
you did know was a secr<lt."
,
I folded my hands in my lap and I neYer took
my eyes off Jemmy :is be went running on.
"The unfortunate gentleman," Jemmy commences, "who is the subject of our present narrative was the son of Somebody, and was born
Somewhere, and chose n profession Somehow.
It is not with those parts of his career that we
have to deal ; but with his early attachment to
a young and beautiful lady."
I thought I should have dropped. I durst.n't
look at the Major; but I knew what his state
was, without looking at him.
"The father of our ill-starred hero" says
J emmy, copying as it seemed to me the style of
some of his story-books, "was a worldly man
who entertained ambitious views for his only
son and who firmly set his face against the contemplated alliance with a virtuous but penniless
orphan, Indeed he went so far as roundly to
assure onr hero that nnle..ss he weaned his
thoughts from the object of his devoted affection, he would disinherit him. At the same
time, he proposed as a suitable match, the
daughter of a neighbouring gentleman of a good
estate, who was neither ill favoured nor nnamiable, and whose eligibility in a pecnniary point
of Yiew could not be disputed, But young Mr.
Edson, true to the first ~nd only lore that had
inlla,ned his breast, rejected all considerations
of self-advancement, and, deprecating his father's anger in a respectful letter, ran away
with her."
My dear I had begun to take a turn for the
better, but when it come to running away I began to take another tum for the worse.
"The lo)•ers" says Jemmy "fled to London
and were united at the altar of Saint Clement's
Danes. And it is at this period of their simple
but touching story, that we find them inmates
of the dwelling of a hil(hly respected and belornd lady of the name of Gran, residing within
a hnndred miles of Norfolk-street."
I felt that wo were almost safe now, I felt
that the dear boy had no snspicion of the bitter
truth, and I looked at th<l Major for the first
time and drew a long breath. The Major gave
me a nod.
"Our hero's father" J emmy goes on "proving implacable and carrying bis threat into unrelenting execution, the struggles of the young
couple in L ondon were severe, and would ham
been far more so, but for their good angel's having conducted them to the abode of Mrs. Gran:
who, divining their poverty (in spite of their endearnurs to conceal it from her), by a thousand
delicate arts smoothed their rough way, and alleviated the sharpness of their first distress."
Here Jemmy took one of my hands in one of
his, and began a marking the turns of his story
by making me giYe a bent from time to time
upon his other baud,
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"After a while, they left the house of Mrs. and he lay down to die. Ilut now that he lftid
Ornn, and pursued their fortunes through a va- him down when all was done, and looked back
riety of successes and failures elsewhere. But upon the green Past beyond the time when he
i11 all reverses, whether for good or evil, the had covered it with ashes, he thought gratefully
words of Mr. Edson to the fair young partner of the good Mrs. Gran long lost sight of, who
of his life, were: 'Unchanging Love and Trutb had been so kind to him and his young wjfe in
will carry us through all!'"
the early days of their marriage, and he left the
My hand trembled in the dear boy"s, those little that he had as a last Legacy to her. And
words were so wofully unlil;e the fact.
she, being brought to sec him, at first no more
"Unchanging Love and Truth" says Jemmy knew him than she would know from seeing the
over again, as if he had a proud kind of a noble ruin of a Greek or Roman Temple, what it used
pleasu.-c in it, "will carry us through nil! Those to be before it fell; but at length she rememwere his words. Aud so they fought their way, bered him. And then he told her with tears,
poor but gallant and hnppy, untjl Mrs. Edson of his regret for the misspent part of his life_
ga\-e birth to a child."
and besought her to think as mildly of it as she
"A daughter," I say5.
could, because it was the poor fallen Angel of
"No" says J emmy, "a son. And the father his unchanging Love and Constancy after all.
was so proud of it that he could hard1,y bear it And because she bad her grandson with her,
out of his sight. But a dark cloud owrspread and he fancied that his own boy, if he had lived,
the sc~ne. Mrs. Edson sickened, drooped, and might have g rown to he something like him, he
died."
asked her to let him touch his forehead with hiK
"Ah! Sickened, drooped, and died!" I says. cheek and say certain parting words."
"And so Mr. Edson's only comfort-, only hope
Jemmy's mice sank low when it got to that,
on earth, and only stimulus to action, was his and tears filled my eyes, and filled the Major's.
darling boy. As the child grew older, be grew
"You little Conjuror" I says, " how did yon
so like his mother that he was her living pic- ever make it all out? Go in and write it every
ture. I t used to make him wonder why his fa- word down, for it's a wonder."
ther cried when he kissed him. But unhappily
Which,J emmy did, and. I have repeated it to
he was like his mother in constitution ns well you my dear from his writing.
as in face, and he died too before he had grown
Then the Major took my hand and kissed it,
out of childhood. Then Mr. Edson, who had and said "Dearest madam nil has prospered
good abilities, in his forlornness and despair with us."
threw them all to the winds. He became apn-- "Ah :Major" I says drying my eyes, "we
rhetic. reckless, lost. Little by little he sank needn't have been afraid. vYe might haYe
down, down, down, down, until at last be al- known it. Treachery don't come natural to
most lived (I think) by gaming. And so sick- beaming youth; but trust and pity, love and
DCS8 oYcrtook him in the rown of Sens in France, constancy-they do, thank God!"

THE END.
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